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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



James the Sixth of Scotland. 

James Stuart, Earl of Moray. 

Gordon, Earl of Huntly. 

Sir Harry Lindsay. 

Sir Patrick Dunbar. 

Wemyss of Logie. 

Gourley, a Soldier of the Royal Guard. 

Landlord of the Sow and Pigs. 

Anne of Denmark, Queen to James. 
Margaret, one of her Maids of Honour. 
Lady MagdalenI: Gohdon, Huntly's Sister. 
Lords, Ladies, Soldiers, Servants, &c. 

Scene, — Palace of Holyrood and Moray's Castle of Dinnibirsle 
in Fife. 



NoTB. — This Play owes its existence to Mr. Bass, Manager of the 
Caledonian Theatre, Edinburgh. One or two fortunate offerings in 
1829 & 30, induced Mr. Bass to solicit a dramatic version of 
" Mistress Margaret Twinston.'' The Author being then on 
the eve of return to Tasmania, compliance became impracticable. 
The tale, however, retained its hold on his heart To beguile the 
weary hours of a London Spring, ** The Queen's Love*' was com- 
menced, and finished on the day of Her Majesty's Coronation. 
The Author feels too deeply indebted to Miss Corbett, not to render 
his acknowledgments for the touching incidents of her charming 
tale. Wherever practicable, her fable has been preserved, the alte- 
rations and amplifications being merely such as dramatic construc- 
tion rendered imperative. The reader will find the ground work of 
this Drama in one of the two Odd Volumes. 



THE QUEEN'S L VE. 



ACT FIRST. 

SCENE FIRST. 
Corridor in the Palaee of Holyrood. 

Enter Sir Patrick Dunbar and Logie, 

thin. The King, at lengthy then, lui^iiy hath wived 
Despite the gold and craft of English Sess, 
Back'd by the aid of witches^ Scots and Danes? 

Log. Ay, Sir, as safe as Holy Churdi can Innd : — 
Nor winds nor waves could quell the am'rous fire 
Till he, at Upslo, claimed a winsome bride. 
Thence wore love's moon in Denmark's court away, 
Cheating dull winter with gay revelry. 

Bun, Faith, royal loves are aye of plastic mould ; 
His Grace's seems of such convenieiit kind, 
Worn full as lightly as thou weiu^st thy j^ume ; 
His first aim foil'd, — disgust were to l>e feared. 
But James, in wedlock, proves philosopher. 
For when denied the elder sister's hand. 
He straight attacks the younger maiden's heart* 

Log, The first suit failed thro' trait'rous emissaries; 
But Anne, in person, hath been woo'd and won. 

Bun, A fact of most romantic wonderment^ 
Being offspring of King Jamie's canny brain. 
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Log. Romance, at some time, masters eveiy breast ^ 
Then wherefore Royalty alone escape? 
Her Grace deserves our Sov'reign's fondest Iot^ 
And will, I trost, command his people' s» too — 
Scotland hath never seen so proud a day 
Since martyred Mary, all triumphant came 
To daim her heritage, a hapless throne-^ 
Methinks Queen Anne shows scarce less fidr than sh^— 
At least her welcome is as joyous. 

Dim. HeaVn send it so, and grant her happier doom» 
Tet loud acclaim no certain proof of love. 
Pageants and shows ope wide the vulgar throat. 
The common herd exult in holiday 
Whiles courtierd worship but the rising Sun» 
Turning their backs upon the setting rays, 
Whose noon beams haply warm'd them into life. 
Log, But gentle Anne will win esteem of al]» 
At least she well may merit it from thee, 
Since she thy Pylades, thy Moray, holds 
Next to the King, the nearest to her heart. 

Bun. And well doth Moray such distinction daim* 
If honour, manhood, true nobility. 
Are virtues by a Sov'reign should be grac'd. 
None do I know may challenge such desert 
So well as noble> princely, peerless Moray-*- 
Pray Heav'n it chafe not Huntly's treach'roua blood 
Into renewal of a half-healed feud! 

Log. Pshal Moray is Lord paramount at Court, 
And may^ unscath'd, defy each haughty foe. 
Without his counsel nought is underta*en. 
Upon his judgment still the Queen depends. 
Be it in revel, masque, or whatsoe'er! 



A TRAGIC PLAT. d 

Dun, God 'ield this tend not to a precipice! 
But, tell me Logie, is it sootli we hear. 
That Danish eyes slew more than Royalty? 
I need not ask, thou wear'st the livery, — 
Of which proud heauty is my friend the slave? 

Loff. Gould not the wit that told thee of my love 
Impart the shrine of mine idolatry? 

Dun, Humph! Let me see. Til spare that hlush and guess-^ 
*Tis not Christma? No? Nor Catherine? 
Why then, 'tis Margaret, the Queen's own charge, — 
Would no less serve thee than the favourite? 
Of course she is our duU earth's paragon ? 

Loff, Regardless of thy gibes, I answer, — yes !— - 
See her thyself, and if thou speak' st hut truth — 

Dun, Thou think'st I'll blaze with love-like rhapsody ? 
Granted that she be all My fancy paints, — 
With eyes of ether, locks of virgin gold, 
A shape that Venus' very self might shame, — 
A foot to bend, not crush the heather bell, — 
Bright coral lips to gild the pearl beneath — 
Log. How long, Sir Patrick, hast been poet, hey ? 
Dun, E'en since I've had a lover in my eye ! 
But teU me truly mid the charms I paint 
With which perfection art thou most enthralFd? 

Log, Not one, but all — ay, all in one combin'd» 
Such as my peerless Margaret may dqjm 
With animation to inspire the whole: — 
If that we talked of ordinary flesh* 
I'd frankly own of all her thrilling charms 
The foot of beauty most enraptures me, — 
Raleigh's vain boast were beggared far by me 
Who'd cast myself, not cloak, in the vile mud 
So the sweet pedals might unsullied pass. 
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Dun. Ha, ha ! This whim tninscends Verona's youths 
Eomeo felt enyious of his Juliet's gloves 
Thou would' st be jealous of thy mistress' shoe* 

Loff. What, man, I swear I'd worship it outright> 
Hugging the silk so all supremely bleat ! 
A fairy foot with well tum'd ankle grac'd 
Works far more mischief in poor mortal hearts 
Than fiurest witchery of fairest face t 

Dun. Bay'd man before upon a ground more bass ? 

Log. Nay, I could descant for an hour or twain 
Upon the magic of a small round heel* 
A pointed toe, a finely moulded shaft. 
Or rising glories of the instep's swell ! 

Dun. Heaven help thee for a moon-struck cordwainer ! 
To hit thy taste the kirtle must be brief? 

Log. Nor yet too large, nor yet too scant its flow 
Mawkish the one, the other wanton shows — 
A glimpse wounds deeper than a lengthen'd gasse. 
And whets desire to catch a seoond peep. 

Dun. Yet your scant garment shows the well tum'd limb, 
The fit ooncomitant of fairy foot ? — 

Log. Thou grasp' st too much. Somewhat let fai^cy paint — 
It is an Artist dips a glowing brush 
In colours that reality transcend:—^ 
But fare thee well, — I have outsta/d the time. 

Dun. Say that we spoke of her, and she'll forgive. 
Adieu, dear Logic, prosp'rous prove thy suit ! [Exit Logie^ 
Well ! Vive I'amour I How much it man improves — 
Upon young Wemyss 't hath wrought a miracle, — 
I may from him a lover's lesson glean 
If ever it should be my hap to woo. [Exit Dunbar^ 



▲ TRAGIC PLAY. 



SCENE SECOND. 



Saloon in the Palace, lit up and decorated as for a festival — ^the Queea 
is seated in the centre surrounded by her Ladies, Lady Magdalene 
on her right-^he King on foot mixing with his Nobks^-Moray 
wrapt in thought, his eyfes fixed on Margaret^ who stands in front 
with Logic — Huntly regards Moray with contemptuous malignancy. 

Marg, How now^ Sir Malapett^ know'st where thou art? 
Wherdbre detun me from h&c Grace's side ? 

Loff, That I mAj hold thee^ dearest, by mine own ! 
Nay, nliy, her Grace lacks not thy company, 
Seest not thy place by Moray welcome filled ; 
Then, prithee; smile my own sweet Mai^;arety 
And tell me how thoii lUt'st our Scottish strand ! 

Marg, What ! Scotland ? Oh^ the place is well enough*^ 
IndiflTrent well, — consider'd aU thy yamits ! 

Log, Bat now I must have hberty to vaunt 
Since she doth hold a jewel in her dasp 
For which I'd not exchange a diadem ! 

Marg, Grammercy, Sir, would that her Grace were by 
To note thy well-cull' d courtly flattery 
Which may, in my rehearsal, lose much point I 

Log, Full well thou know'st at whom my words would point. 
But triflest with the heart thou hast enskv'dr^ 
There is not mid ten thousand women one 
Shows fair requital of a loveif's truth ! 

Marg, No, nor 'mong men of double the aioomit 
One whose dull wit can feel the difference 
'Twixt selfish coquetry and playltd tadirth !>^ 

Log, What ! Do I elT T Forgive my petulance I 

Marg, Eeleiise my hand, Sir.*— Piithee stand aside,*^ 
Ay, now I catch L<ird Mortiy's noble faoe^ 
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He is, in truth, a matchless Cavalier, 

Small marvel that your Scottish maids should pine, — 

Well is he worth a woman's fondest love ! 

Log, Another word, I stah him as he stands ! {She lati^h.) 
This untamed spirit, mocker, must be broke ! 

Marff. For novices the task were difficult ! — 

Log. Rugged or smooth the effort shall be made I— • 

Marg, Grammercy for such pains, they may be spared I 

{She retires towards the Queen — Ae/oUows.) 

Queen (to Magdalene,) So pensive, sweetheart? Sore, in 
love we trow. 
Name us the swain that clouds thy stately brow — 
What ! not a word ? Must we descend to guess T — 
The heavens forefend it should be Logie here. 
For Margaret's eyes have slain the lad outright, 
And she, poor child, seems more than half convinced 
That she should render love for love again. 

Mag. (coldly,) Beseech your Grace, dismiss all idle fear. 
With me fair Margaret finds no rivalry. 
Nor any here, — I hold in worse than scorn 
That worser than Egyptian bondage— -Love I (Sighs.) 

Queen. Dost thou not tremble at thy hardihood ? 
Be sure thou pa/st the scoffer's penalty,-^ 
Nay, we incline, despite thy gainsayings 
To rank thee 'mong Love's truest votaries — 
Come, come, confess who holds thy heart in thrall, — 
The hair-brain'd Glamis ? No ! Must we guess again ? 
Well, then, we wager our best diamond* 
The bonnie Earl of Moray Lord elect ! 
A blush, a blush — ^we've hit the mark aright ! 

Mag. Your Grace's pardon, — ^if, indeed, I blush. 
It is that thou should' st deem that I can feel 
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A sentiment more kind than that of — ^hate — 
Unto my House's deadliest *enemy ! 

Queen, Banish memorial of unworthy feuds. 
Unworthy of thyself, unworthier far 
Of noble Moray^s magnanimity ! — 

Mag, The Queen commands — ^the subject prompt obeys» 
And smothers feelings which she miMt conceal. 

Qiieen, Thanks, fair one, for the courtly courtesy ! 

(Bowing and speaking irowieaUy,) 
Please it, your Grace, we lack your skil^ aid 
In the decyphering a mystery ; 
The heart of Lady Magdalene hath fled. 
And we would learn who holds the precious prize. 

King. Humph ! Wimen's hearts are sair o' custody ! 
Wha think ye, holds the Leddy Magdalene's ? 

Queen, Whom ? Who but he, the slaver of all hearts, — 
The idol of all eyes, of every tongue, — 
The brightest jewel of your coronet, — 
All Scotland's pride I The noble, peerless Moray ! 

(She lays her hand on the King^s arm,) 
How princely is his air ! — ^How sweet his mien ! — 
A form and face mth manly beauly rife.- 
A model for the imaged God of day ! 

King, (Bcuhing off her hand pettishly,) The man is weel 
enough ! He is nae mair ! 
Maun we bide here to mark his fooleries ? 
Unless ye mean to dance, 'twere best ye send 
These cursed fiddlers an' their squeakin' hence. 

Queen. Dismiss the music ? Cry you mercy, no ! — 
Moray thy hand ! We'd tread a measure— come ! 

(Moray leads the Queen off through an arch at the top. 
All follow except King and Huntly. The King look$. 
after her angrily,) 

King, Humph ! By my certie, this is pleesant, Sir! — 

B 
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Hunt, Tour Grace, like me, I see is fasciiiate;— - 
How peerless shines the Queen 'bove all her Court 
In elegant performance of the danoe ! 

King, Dance ? Deevil dance her. Sir, — die deeTil dance I 
What credit is there in sic monkey tricks ? 
'Twad please us better, did she spend mair time 
On books, an' broidery, an' sic like gear. 
An' no' in kickin' o' a soople heel. 
Or skippin' like an idle mountebank — 
Or listenin' roundels, love lays, ballanta,-— traah I 
Royalty should baud its head like Royalty I 

Hunt, Regard your Grace such foibles leniently*^ 
You would not, surely, wish the Queen depriTed 
Of pastimes that afford so much delight T 
What joy ! What animation in her steps ! 
And Moray, too, methinks be seems inspir*d I 

King, Hoot, toot, my Lord, the Yerl is licht o' heel— - 
As Ucht, we doot, as some folks are o' heart I 

(Amde. King looiu pff ansdmulp tmd vexeMy,) 

Hunt, Oh, my good liege, he far outstrips us all. 
In courtly exercise and reyelry,— - 
But now he seems as he'd outstrip himself. 
If all be true, he is a happy man,^* 
'Tis said that of the beauties of the Court, 
None but would glory in his proffer' d lore. 

King. What, what, my Lord ? Coont ye our Court sae poor 
That no' a nobleman is wcurth a smile 
But yon perjink, yon upstart, pridefti' Ycrl ? 

Hunt. Women, my H^e, as wdl your Graee may know. 
Seldom look deeper than a fair outside-^ 
A well tum'd limb^-a doublet in the mode*^ 
A pliant tongue, that as occasion suits. 
Breathes the love ditty, or the specious tale, — 
Such gifts are qualities would prove past doubt. 
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The wise King Solomon an arrant ass, 
And pnt to shame the learning of a Bede I 

Kin^, Ay, deevil mend them. They are HttU cattle ; 
licht gear, Hcht gear ! Ever the readiest ta'en 
By them wha maist hae semblance o' themsels. 
An' yet, they say, this Yerl maks unco phrase 
'Bout Mistrtss Margaret, our Queen's ain chairge^ — 
Think ye, my Lord, the tale is false or true ? 

Hunt. Moray, your Grac^ Beems but the iUr Dane's shades 
Yet be there those who deem it but device 
Whereby to hide his Bteret passion's aim,— 
But who that aim, none dare e'en dream to guess. 

King, Sic hiddlin' doins suit na wi' our taste, — 
They shall be seen to, Sir ; they shall be seen to. 

Hunt, Beseech, your Grace, let not my idle words 
Work disadvantage to the gay young Earl, 
Wist he, my liege, that I but hinted doubt 
Our ancient feud« quell'd thro' thy gracious xeal» 
Might suddenly rekindle into flame :-^ 
His motives, doubtless, are all powerful ones. 
Else wherefore shroud his love in mystery? 

King, Nae doot, nae doot — ^he has gude reason for*t — 
The Queen and Churtiere renippear^ 
Ou, are ye there ? Hie to the Queen, my Lord^ 
Acquaint her we are evilly disposed. 
An' can dispense wi' this infernal din. 

(James darts a Jurious glance towards the Qu/eeiC s party as 
he goefi off. They advance.) 

Queen, How now, my Lord, his Grace seems discompos'd. 
Passed he not hence in ahger even now ? 

Hunt, Anger, fair Queen ? Oh, no, impossible I 
Your Grace needs but recall to memory 
How exquisite the treat but now enjoy' d. 
To understand the feelings of the King, 
And those, indeed, of every living man. 
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Queen, Flatterer ! We weaiy of this foolery ! 

(She tuTM to sit, and beholds Moray with his eyes fixed 
on Margaret.) 
And, but tliat we are loath to intermpt 
His pleasing meditations in their conrs^ 
We'd pray Lord Moray touch his ghittem. 

Mor, Ij — 1, were too happy to obey your Grac^ 
But that the strings, unluckily, are broke. 

Q^een, 'Tis well the e^il can be remedied. 
Hie to our chamber, Maigaret, mine lies there. [Exit Marg, 
And, till she comes, Alic^ do thou reheai;^ 
The faVrite ballad of my Lord of Moray I 

Romance. — Alice, 
1. 

Sir Wilfred he mounted lus war steed true. 

And his Milan shirt he donn'd ; 
And with pennon and panoply merrily, 

To Granada's lists he wonn'd : 
His heart sweU'd high with proud emprize. 

No love thought harboured there ; 
He sought not beauty in her bower, 

But spum'd each haughty fair I 

2. 

Proud glanc'd his crest in the proud tourney, 

And proud glanc'd his high blazon'd shield 4 
And proudly both horse and rider bore, 

The palm of that blood-red field : 
But a slighted guest to his proud heart crept, 

The proud Knight fell stricken there ; 
For Zara the pride of Granada, 

Mid the fairest shone most fair ! 

3. 

Sir Wilfred sigVd, but he slgh'd in vain. 

His vows on a dull ear fell ; 
For Zara long, long, and ardently, 

Had lov'd Sir Florimel ; 
Despair possessed Sir Wilfred's soul, 

He spurr'd to the ranks of fame ; 
He won what he sought, his proud death wound there, 

And he died with his Zara's name. 
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Enter Marffaret with ffhittem, fallowed by Jamet^ 

King. We thought our orders had been positive, — 
How daur je^ Madam, sneeze at our commands ? 
Wherefore is this curst reyel still pursu'd ? 
Yer ghittem, too, — ye've pla/d a spring owre much, — 
An* ane we hae but Httle relish for; 
"What ! Deave us wi' your dainty strummin' stiU, 
At sic an hour when we oursel forbid ? 

Queen. An' please your Grace, we do not seek to play. 
We merely wish to hear the Earl of Moray. 

King. The Yerl o' Moray I Ha ? Nor Queen nor Yex\ > 
Shall play upon ye mair ! 

(James violently matches the instrument from Margarets 
handy dashes it down and treads on it, then goes off, after an 
angry pause, followed by all but Huntly and Magdalene.) 

Mag. This discord seems attuned to Huntl/s ear. 

Hu^t. Sister, it is— for it will yield revenge. 
And pull destruction on our enemy ; 
My heart leap'd high to note thine honest ire 
When yonder giddy, shallow-pated Queen, 
Tax'd thee with her detested Idol's love, — 
Dear as thou art the noble hate thou shoVdst, 
Knit thee yet closer to thy brother's soul ! 

Mag. Yet Heaven denounces hatred as a sin ! 
You've twin'd the hand of friendship, and the Earl 
Appears sincere that fiiendship's pledge to keep. — 
Were it not best forego your bitter feud? 

Hunt. And leave young Cluny's blood unreckon'd for? 

Mag. 'Twas a chance shot that reft our kinsman's life. 
Not fired by Moray — ^he was absent, then ! 

Hunt. The hand that fired it still can wield a blade. 
But Cluny's rots in an unvenged grave : 
The murderer thro' Moray's means escap'd. 
Let Moray's self abide the consequence. 
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Mag. Win Scotland never from sach fends be free f 
No noble bnt may oonnt some mortal foe,^ 
Not e'en the Eing escapes the general cnrse, 
Since trait'rons Bothivell keeps his heart in donbt* 

Hunt. I would his hand were ready as his head $ 
Buty sith the Soots be grown so womanish 
Under the wise King James' pacific sway. 
And deadly foes, with hollow hearts, must clasp 
The palm they bnm to grapple hOt to hilt, 
Why I must bend me unto drcnmstance, 
And work by wit where manhood is forbid^^ 
Sister^ good night — ^thou own'st a Gordon's heart. 

{Runtly kisses her hand and goes off— she becomes lost in 
ahstraction,) 

Mag. Wise is the head that dare the heart's hopes own — 
Some subtle scheme disturbs my brother's brain. 
Of which the aim would seem his enemy I 
The idle admiration of the Queen 
Hath rous'd the temper of the easy James, 
Whose rage, howe'er so brief, may danger bear. 
And, in its burst, th' unconscious victim crush. 
Who, blinded by his own unhappy fires. 
Sees not the false inclining of her Grace, 
Nor marks the love glance of so many eyes 
Turning to his the cynosure of all ! — 

(She sighs. Be-enier James through the arch.) 

King. Hech ! by my certie ! This is fortunate ! 
My Leddy Magdalene, we'd speak wi' ye !— 
This is nae time for idle ceremony. 
So answer ye our question straight an' fair, — 
Ken ye gin Moray loves our Margaret ? i^V^J ^ 

Mag. {confusedly.) Tour Grace's pardon ! How should I 
I am no confidant of Moray's Earl ! 
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Ki'ng, Ye need na tell us— nae man has to learn 
The little confidence 'tween his an* yours — 
. Sae much the hetter, — ^scruple ye'U hae less 
To tell us a' ye ken o' this affair. 

Mag. My liege I am her Grace's servitor, — 
No menial spy of courtly gallantry ! 

King. Hoot, toot, my Leddy, we mean nae offence,-^ 
But now we mind us how our Queen opined. 
That Moray seems weel favoured in your ee ! 

Mag. {haughtily.) Her Grace's pleasantry disdains respect; 
Gordon and Moray are no terms of love, — 
And I might well he spared its utterance — 
Your Grace must pardon me my silence. — ^I — 

King. Woman ! Explain ! What means this paltering ? 
Can it he so ? And are our fears, then, true ? 
On thine allegiance we command thee speak. 
And say if Moray loves the Danish maid? 

Mag. {solemnly and with emotion.) If wcmian ever was hy 
man hdiov'd^ 
So surely, — ^I hdieve,--4ai Margaret 
' The cherished idol of Lord Moray's soul 1 [faith 

King {joyouely.) Ha I Say ye sae ? Thai hy my honest 
Thy fair disclosure reaps a rich reward ! 

{James takes a ring from his finger, which he endeatfours 
to place on her^S'-^he shrinkingly withdraws her hand,) 

Mag. No, no, your Grace, I dare not take this gift; 
To me it seems the price of treachery: 
Altho' our houses love net, yet would I 
Ne'er speak in Moray's hase disparagement. 

King. Hae ye nae fear. We seek to harm him 
Thy frank avowal rtands him mui^ in steady 
Securing him the haad of her he kyvefl» — 
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For sure as we are Scotland's lawfu' Eang, 

She shall be Countess to the Terl o' Moray ! 

{During this speech Magdalene evinees strong agitation^ 
regaining composure as she replies) — 
Mag. What ! Tho' her hand the promised gift of Wemyss T 
King. Calf loye> my Leddy ! Bairns* nonsense, a' !— 
Mag. Not so — ^but pure love of two spotless souls.— 

Oh, pause my liege ! A good King^s aim should be 

To make his subjects' happiness his own I 
King. Weel, wqsI, my Leddy, when we lack adrioe 

We'll summon ye to Council — ^fare ye, well ! 

Mag. (aside.) Such ever the resource of tyranny !— 

Farewell, your (slrace ! Misconstrue not my words — 

{Magdalene curtsies and retires.) 
King. These Gordons are as subtle as the snake 

That our first mother tempted first to sin ! 

Is't jealousy or hate that moves her spleen T 

The fient ma care, now that our mind's at ease. 

The bowls run right, an' a' things gang sae smooth, 

That we could tak by the beard auld feyther care. 

An' hing our cap upo' the horns o' the moon I 

The mom shall be a day o' jollity, — 

We'll find a fittin' place for Logic straight, 

An' hae a glorious feast o' prime powsowdie! 

{James goes off chuckling.) 
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ACT SECOND. 

SCJ5NE FIRST. 

Chamber in the Palace — Logie asleep on a couch^ Enter James cau- 
tiously, a low self-satisfied chuckle escaping him. 

King, Grass ne'er should grow upon the wise man's heels, 
The fule alone permits the iron cool ! 
This hirkie here might mar our hopefu' plan 
To marry Moray wi' his leddy love> — 
Endin' therehy our ain wan chancy doots, — 
Had na our hndn hegot the lucky thocht 
To send him packin' on a wild guse chase. 

(James shakes Logie bg the collar* He replaces a minia" 
tare as he starts up,) 
Log, My Ufe ! my life ! Sooner than this my life ! 
King, Whisht, fi^w, whisht ! Hae mercy on our lugs ! 
(Logie evinces surprise — James prevents his speaking^ and 
looks round mysteriously,) 
Quick, har the door, an' see we are alane ! 

(Logie in surprise obeys,) 
Yer travellin' gear, is it in order, eh ? 
Log, My trayelling gear 1 

King, ' ' Ay, Sir, yer travellin' gear ! 

Answer, Sir, quick ! Hae ye a dress or no? 
Log, I have, my li^. 

King, Saul, that it is fortinate ! 

On wi' it, quick. Upon affairs of state ! 

(Logic pulls out cloak, ^c, which he puts on; — James 
nodding and smiling mysteriously,) 
May yer discretion he depended on ? 
Log, Douht not, my liege — Oh, let me prove my zeal I 
King, Our purpose here to do so. Prove discreet. 
An' you may greatly serve yer Sovereign. 
Ye're sure that none can hear our conference? 

{Looking round and feigning alarm of listeners,) 

c 



18 THE aUSEN's LOVE; 

Weel, weel, we doabt na. — Pay attention. — Mark !— 

Ton must forthwith awa to England's Court, — 

Caution an' secrecy yer constant guides, — 

This paqdet; {fiigwmg great alarm) carefUly 9XiA privately 

See that ye pkce in our ain envoy's hand,—* 

Of import yftst.-*^Be silent as the gmve — 

An' reckon how we may advantage thee. 

Loff. My liege, I ihil hut with my life alone. 

Einff. Away at once, then ; aw thing is prepved, 
A horse stands ready at the southern gate-^ 
This for thy chairge (fftting pur9e)^'V^e*ll see ye safbafinil* 

Zoff, — ^Pardon, your €ktioe, a moment wiiUies I tnce 
Some few brief lines- to MBtress- Mimrgafet. 
This day I should have sail'd the Firth widi her,— 
I cannot past without one poor adieu*. 

Xin^. Pooh I Rest ye* happy I We will settie that, — 
May be fhf better lihim yersel eould-hope;-^ 
So, now Sir, hearken till yer Kin^S'Oomm«]ldB:«— « 
Caution is far mair requi&iite tban speed ;^-^ 
Let nae havd ndin^ spoil the bonnie naig, — 
Gude never comes o' over muckle haate; 
An', noo, my man, gin aw gaes as we wish. 
What will ye hae fot guerdon, lands, or gowd ? 

Loff. Of both, my Hege, I have sttitciency ; 
But, (kneeling) if your Grace will kindly inteieeiiei 
And move her Highness that she grant consent, 
To haste my union with her pMteg^e^ B*^ 

King. Ahem, Ahem I It shatt be eated fbr,^ Sir,-^ 
Hae we no said do Haethiitg in Aided hast»T 
The mind o' youth is ever proite to chadge. 
An' trotli it wadna cause u» great swrptee^e. 
Gin ye brocht bac^ a wiiMome Engh^dier. — 

Log. Never, your Grace ! Out hearts anr bound iv one^. 
By ties which death, aald deatk alone, c^vidcs. 

King, Hdot I Haud yer jabber. Sir, ye are na hiatal 
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Trow ye we^ our cosey ^Biet b«d. 
To hear ye splutter 'bout yer «an ealf ]xvm 1 
IJp, Sir, an' listen to oar ardjinaaeey 
l*hat is gin ye hae s^dse to eoBipieh^id. 
Ye'll travel hj liie least frequented paths^ 
Till ye find shelter at the^Sew an' .PigSj — 
A hostel 'mang the -hills o' Lamman&uir; — ' 
6if in three days, or, at -the -maist, in four^ 
Despatch arrive not,— on to Lunnun strfoghtr— 
Aince there, it may he that ye'll hae to wait 
Some twa, three vvedks, to fetehoiur answer haoki 
But see that ye wa& warSy,- young ^man ! 

Loff. Oh, fear me not< Again I thanik ycur Ovaee, 
This confidence shall noUy be repaid. 

^inff. floot^ toot,'my'maQ, nae-mair iboutit. Whisht! 
Mind our directions an' ye'd pleasure ms^ 
Ay, better Logie, than md eute to teU:! 
But come awa ! The time is ^Maadin' iaat I — 
The gudgeon's hobk'd, ivdi we aire satisfied: — >^ 
If Moray prove the man* Court gossips say^ 
He'll no let slip ^sic op|iort]mity« 
But leave thia gull to whistle on his thoom ! 

(Aside and ehueMinp. dliently.) 
This way-^this Way-^Ebofy, Sir ! Still as :death I 

(Exeunt Jamee .and Logie, The Kvug evitwing the-^ieeees 
qf low eunfdag inihis looks tmdwumnier*) 



'SCENE mcom^. 

Apartment in ffae ^Raiaoe. Enter. Lady JMagdalene ; ^she fiaoes the stage 

in Agitation. 

Mag, I dare not quit the Court. I have no plea. 
Huntly I dbead, Imt more, much more, the tongues^ 
The busy tongues of scandal's Inisy train. 
Beady to pounce on those that least provoke^ 

i-1 
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The Queen's vile jests have fornish'd forth a them^ 

Malignancj may to a Toluxne swell. 

Wild and conflicting is my every thought ; 

How shall I act ? On what shall I decide ? 

My will would hence ^ what, then^ detains me here? 

In yain I seek to tear me from a spot 

Pregnant with grief and very wretchedness-^ 

Where sorrow is companionless — ^where love 

Must how the head to ruffian violence. 

Or else he tutored to the Royal will ! 

Suspects the Queen my deep, my hapless troth ? 

Torture her jests, hut oh, my brother^ s praise! 

Her Grace doth hardly deign conceal her love ; 

Oh, no, not love, — she does not, cannot, love; 

No passion masters her. It is but pride. 

An idle vanity to claim the smile 

And homage of the man th'admired of all 1 

Enter Margaret, weeping. 
In tears, fair maid ? I deem'd thee lapt in bliss ; 
What April sorrow dulls an eye so bright? 
Care seems to cast his cloud upon us all. 
The Kingly palace, the poor cottier'd shed. 
Pervious alike to such companionship ! 
How fail'st thou in attendance of her Grace ; 

Mar. Oh, ample, ample is my cause of grief ; 
Logie has gone, and none can tell me where ! 

Moff. Gone, sweetheart? 

Mar, (tvrifigi'ng her hands,) Gone ! 

Mag. How? Wherefore? Whither? When? 

Mar. Alas ! I know not. Dark, uncertain, all I 

Mag. Some frolic plan to test thy constancy. 
Concluded merrily ere well begun. 

Mar. I fear me not. From his attendant's words. 
At midnight he beheld him safe arbed ; 
At daybreak he was nowhere to be found. 
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His garb of last night's revel lay untouched. 
Whilst pistols, rapier, and a travelling suit, 
Had been remoVd from their accustom'd place. 

Mag. Left he no message, letter, parting word ? 

Mar, Neither, dear lady, what to think I know not. 

Mag. Despond not, love, bus' ness may call him hence. 
So sudden as prevent him warn thee oFt, 
Haply so brief as scarce to, warning, claim. 

Mar, Ah, would that I could think so, but I fear. 

Mag, What do I see ? The King ? He comes this way — 
His air denotes some secret happiness — 
Knows he of this adventure ? Umph ! I guess. [Jside* 

Enter James, a crafty smile on his lip. 

King, My Leddy Magdalene, we kiss yer hands I 
Nae word o' Logic Mistress Margaret ? 

Mar, (weeping,) None, your Grace, none ! 

Mag, (aside) K I surmise aright, 

He best might Aimish her a fit reply. 
Your Grace will pardon me if I withdraw ? 

King, Yer will maun be our pleesure, leddy fair ! 

Mag, So much of courtesy doth bode no good, — 
The stab most fatal when the steel most bright ; 
Courtiers and Eangs gloze most when they betray. 
As spider's webs show gaudiest in the sun. 
Cheating their victim with a spangled shroud ! 
Heaven guard thee, maiden, from their treachery. 
And be thy heart as happy as 'tis pure ! — 

(Aside, She curtsies to James and retires,) 

King, Hoot, silly lassie, wipe yer tears awa. 
This Logic is unworthy o' sic waste : 
Beshrew my saul, but we do sair misdoot, 
The tidin's we hae heard are true, owre true. 
An' that the loon wi' some gay quean has fled — 

Mar, How! Logic fled? Oh, no, it cannot be; 
*Tis a foul calumny. Believe it not — 
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Some yillam would iin|HBe upon your •Qiiiep 
My life upon my Lqgie^txHBBtanoyi 

Kitiff. Falsehood oar truth, it da t>' warn* aeemm^ 
We mean to grace ye wi'a fmmder malc^ 
The fav'iite o' the Queen ehall sank mur high-— 
A coxonet-shiOl deck 'her bamue biow ! 

Mar, Alas, my liege ! But, no, yon do hut j< 
Your Grace but mocks Ht my diaoomfitnic^ — 
You cannot -wish 3ne hrenk my plighted trotibi? 

£inp. Sma' be yer seniles when yer Itiwr^s Jed't 
We chairge ye waste nae thodoA upon 'him mw; 
Ye shall be match'd, ay^ as Ae proudest dame^ 
O' Scotland's <Coiirt wad connt her proiMfeat blisa— ' 
Yer gowd^n locks, an' een o* spnklin' bluc^ 
Hae pierced a hole thro' Mtini3r's tender heart, 
An' 'tis our pleesure ye beeome his biide ! 
' Mar. — Yon mean not so ! — ^Ah me ! You mefta not eo'I 
Oh gracious King (kneels) racall — ^eecall auidi wovda» 
I can love i^pne but Logie-*-4io, oh no I 
Crush not the lowly stnnger^maiden's heart : 
For love of WeniysB, I left my inattiTe famd** 
My sisters, parents, cQl that life holds desr. 
And other man shall never oril me bride. 

Kinf. How, minion? What ! Banr'at Ihon defy iwr wittf 
Up, up, an' lend an ear -to what we say,— 
An' see ye dixma trifle wi' tedge itookn— 
Our sacred word stands to yertparentsiriedg^d. 
To tend ye wi' sn amdous isydier^s .eare^ 
An' we shall best .lapiiRyfe: our pnnnise true, 
By matchin' ye wi' ScotlaiBik nohlest Yeil ! 

Mar. Be merciful as yon are psweifol, Kjaag,-— 
My Boyal Mistress, thso' its 'every :stqp. 
Beheld, approved, and smil'd upon ear loves,—- 
Wilt thou ^destroy the fabric she haiih lear'd. 
And quell fond hopes wluefa, fiodUks, ihou.tnay'st bless; 



A TRAGIC PLAT. 23 

^Tis^ but device to test my conataiK^, — 
Thy heart rejects the torture of thy tongue' — 

Ein^, Peace wi' this jabber o' a mo<m calf biam» 
An' gie gude heed unto our fat lesolve. 
IflTithiii ihiee days a. ship foF Denmaris pacta; 
If Moray, in that time, hae not yer troth, 
Ye sail in her— ye bide nae longer here ! 

(Exit James in a Jhxrf^ She hmrtt^ intor apaasUm;^ of tgan 
andfing* kene^ into a semi,) 

- Enter Huntly, 

Hun, Macgaret I Alas ! What:^orrow moyes thoe thusi? 
Forgive me if I seek to leara the eause^ 
And know if I may soothe or oosfort thee % 

Mar, Oh, much, much, much \ I much lack friendly aid; 
A woman, helpleasy in a £u: strange land. 
Far, far from all who could adyise or shield ; 
Wilt thou mine absent brothers' places fill. 
Giving a brother^s counsel and auppqrt? 
Think were thy sister, in a ferei^ land ! 

jBTua. Be calm, sweet lac^. Count me 'mong thy friends. 
But, whst could, 'tice thee,, gentle Margaret 
Within the baneful precincts of & Court,. 
Where hate,, revenge, suspicion,, jisalouay^ 
Are ever the presiding deities ? 
Victim or persecutor must thou. be*. 
None breathe the tainted atmosphere unscath'd. 
Nature design' d thee not for scenes so hacsh^. 
But to adorn a peaceful happy home. 

Mar. Such, sudx tite life to which my wishes pomt,. 
But never shall I see tiiem realised. 
Logie, my Lord, 's ahruptiy left the Court, 
And then, oh agony, the King commands« 
Upon the pain of ^eedy banishment* 
That I, forthwith, become Lord Moray's bride S 
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Hun. Ha ? Well ? Thou wUt so ? Tis a glorious chance ! 
A chance the proudest would he proud to grasp. 

Mar. To me, my Lord, such chance hut agony — 
I have no heart hut that my Logic owns. 

Hun. Thou*lt not wed Moray ? (with an inndioua 9neer.) 

Mar. Never ! 

Hun. And yet 

Amhition might excuse more fickleness ! 

Mar. Amhition ! Oh, my Lord, I know it not. 

Hun. Then what i' God's name keeps thee here at Court ? 
Sure no hlest hower of love, or lover's lays ! 
Each has his aim — each some dear scheme to play — 
Why jostle in a crowd may trample thee ? 
How hop'st thou James's will to overcome? 
The King is peremptory — ^hard to move. 

Mar. With tears I will the Queen so supplicate. 
That if her heart one touch of nature owns, 
She shall so ardently espouse my cause. 
That I, of success, scarce may have a fear. 

Hun. What ! Supplicate the Queen ? 

Mar. Ah me ! Will't fail ? [though1>— 

Hun. (exultingly.) No, no. Thou art inspired. The rarest 
The only way to compass thy desire. 

Mar. Oh, happiness ! Thou think' st I shall prevail? 

Hun. Most certainly, hold hut thy purpose true; 
Be sure that thou press strongly on the Queen 
Neither to he discouraged nor ahash'd. 
Should James reject, nay, storm at her request — 
Let her persist and victory is yours ! (Triumphantly.) 

Mar. Oh, hless thee, hless thee ! What a load is gone ! 
A load that how'd my spirit to the earth. 
How thy fraternal kindness can I thank ? 

Hun. Restrain thy thanks till hetter merited. 

Mar. Thus is it ever with the generous. 
Who shun, ingenuously, their own desert, 
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Oh, noble Huntly, I am poor of speech — 

My bosom swells with wordless gratitude — 

The stranger^ s prayer ascends unto the sky. 

To crave the blessings on thy gen'rous head I [Exit. 

V Hun. Why this is rare ! It spares both soul and brain. 

And works more surely than the deftest plot. 

A hint or two thrown in might give it weight. 

And ^ the Royal dupe more firmly still. 

Let me about it. To deliberate 

When we should act, is to invite defeat. [Exit. 

SCENE THIRD. 
Apartment in the Palace. Enter Moray and Dunbar. 

Mor. Thou'rt close observer, good Sir Patrick. 
My secret's thine — ^prithee preserve the trust. 

Dun. Oh, my dear Lord, it is no secret, none — 
Or just such secret as doth serve for theme 
Of idle gossip in an idle Court. 
If I have probed this thine untented sore, 
'Tis that I may the festering flesh excise. 
And purge th'unwholesome fever of thy blood. 

Mor. Speak' st of my love so cold, so callously ? 

Dun. I speak but truth ; and truth but for thy weal. 
For rarely sweet the leech's remedy; 
But, should the patient spurn the wholesome cup ? 
Such bitter cup, my friend, must needs be drain' d. 
Ere thou regain thy healthful mood again. 

Mor. Bitter thy words — ^more bitter than the draught 
That would ensure my bitter remedy. 
Why seek to check at mine unhappy love? 

Dun. Because it is unhappy — ^must be so. 
Her heart, her soul, her life, are bound in Wemyss. 
Would Moray play the traitor with his friend. 
Or, to indulge an unrequited love. 
Quell the fond heart-throbs of the maid he loves ? 



.'^ 
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Mor. My love but battens on itself alone. 

Dun, Play not the brain-sick boy thus moodily. 
Call up thy spirits — rouse thee — ^be a man, 
Scotland owns beauties full as fair as she. 
With hearts and hopes responsive to thine own. 
In truest tone of love-like tenderness. 

Mar, Thanks, dear Sir Flatrick, for thy ftiendly zeal. 
Which fain would shield the wreck it cannot save. 
Ay, I have drain' d the poison to the dregs. 
Till, like the wounded Greek, I do but live 
By that which erst his madding pangs entail'd : 
Nay, spare vain speech — ^it cannot reach my heart 
By one dear image utterly engrossed. 
In whom it lives, it moves, it breathes, it dies ! 

Dun. Thus men persist in wayward wilfulness. 
And falsely term their stubbornness, their fkte! 

Mar. In all but this be thou my oracle ! 

Dun. Ay, serve, where service is of none avail. 

Mor, What thou dost grieve, alas, that I must 'plain ? 
In to the revels. Let me feed mine eyes. 
Too long denied the lustre of dieir sun. 
Nay, cheer. Sir Patrick, all shall yet be weS ! [ExeunK 

SCENE FOURTH. 
Simoon in the Pidaee. Janies walking up and down, evindngittifatta^ 

passion. 

Kin^* Denied I Defied ! by this audacious chit. 
The game but won and everything, coch-suse,. 
Wad it no' throw a commoner in fits; 
An' shall the trick be play'd off on a King ? 
No, by my certie, she shall gie consent, 
Qr aff sh^ packs, forthwith, to Elsinoce ! 

Enter HunHifi. 
Boo, noo, my Lord! We thocht ye wi' the Qaeeo* 
An' we oursel' maist only tenant here? 
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Siim, Ohs there be other trwwUf good mj li^ ; 

Logie hath disappeared« mid Margaret 

Weeps inconsolable her grievous loss. 
King* Does she indeed I She'll mend o* that apace< 

Naething^ mj Lord^ sae sure as a new love 

To mak a woman quite forget the auld ; 

Nooy Margaiet has lovers an* to spare, — ' 

Moray they say 's red wud aboot the lass. 

So we are minded to assist the match :— ^ 

She shall be Moray's Countess speedily « 
Hun* How says your Gi«ce7 Whatl Will the Queen consentf 
Kin{/4 Consent I Consent? 
Hun. 1 should have said approve* 

Can it be possible her Grace is 'ware — - 
Kv»g. Hot Grace kens deevil hae't aboot the aciatter— ' 

It's aw a plan o' our ain canny brain ! 
Hun. To which I fear me much her Grace oppos'dl 
King. Oppos'd or no', our resolution's fix'd } 

The project pleaaes us, an' that's eneuch ! 
Hun, Then Moray dMi profess to love the Dane X 
King. Profess — ^profess ? Men say he is her slave* 
Hun. Her slave ! H% ha ! By Heav'n a master stroke 1 
King. A maister stroke? What deevU's in yer head ? 

Ye've a Scotch tongue-Hipeak out man— speak — qpeak ]daui ( 
Hun» Oh, my good lief;e, what is there I should speak^ 

But crude conjeelures^-*4oubtfi:d footasies.-^ 

I'll not believe this marriage ere takes plaee. 

King. An' ^hat for no*. Sir? Eh, Sk? What f(ff no' f 

Is it no' natural the Queen should wish 

To see her faVrite dmnsel nobly wed? 
Hun, Most natural : But still I hai^ ssy doubts i-^ 

Will Moray, think ye, meet your* Grace's wii^ ? 
King. If that he loves, as aw men say he does — <' 
Hwn. Ay, if he loves. — Much, all depends on thatf 
King4 Hae ye a reason^ Sir^ ta doot his love ? 
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Hun. Umph! No — not reason. Mere misgiving, Sire! 
Knows Moray of j^nr gracious purposes ? 

KiTiff. No' yetr— no' yet! 

Hun. He'll be surprised. His bliss 

Being full as unexpected as uuBought! 
Well, time alone can tell how all will end. 

King. The end shall be a bUthsome bridal. What ! 
My Lord, my Lord, we troVd ye had mair sen^e 
Than think our Royal purpose should be dhang^d 
By wilful wimen's idle fantasies ! 

Hun. Heaven grant all prove e'en as your Grace desires. 
The motives must be powerful ones, indeed. 
Which shall induce the Queen's Grace to oppose 
Such proud advancement of her favourite ! 

King. We wadna redd her. Sir — we wadna redd her — 
But we'll ken, soon, my Lord — ^we will ken soon. 
Time tries us aw, as winter tries the kail ! 

Hun. May your Grace happily approve your saw ! 

(Exit Huntly. A pause.) 
Enter Sir H. Lindeag. 

Lin. My liege, the traitor Bothwell hath escap'd. 
And on the spur has fled to England straight. 

King. Ha ! By my saul, ye bring us heavynews. 
Is order ta'en to track the traitor's course 7 

Lin. There has, my liege, but much I fear too late. 

King. We'll hear o' this, or ere our life be lang, 
Bievin' an' rivin' are his heart's delight. 
Lose nr. a chance to bring the villain back. 

(Lindsay hows and goes off.) 
Was monarch ever harried like oursel ; 
Here comes a torment o' a different sort, 
Lookin' amaist carfuffled as oursel ! 

Enter Queen, greatly excited. 

Queen. - My Hege, my liege ! We've leiamt unwelcome news. 
Can it be possible that thou should'st seek. 
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Disdaining to consult or learn our vrish — 

To violate the solemn^ tender tie, 

That binds onr Margaret's and Logie's hearts 7 

Kififf, If ye hae heard sae, ye hae heard the truth ! 

Queen. Betrothed or exil'd, and in three brief days. 
Our pleasure disregarded in a suit 
So very, near and dear to us and ours- 
My liege, my liege, thou should' st show reason first. 

Kinff. (craftily.) Our reasons are richt good ones. Eest 
content. 
Your duty but to learn, and then obey. 

Queen. In state affairs I make nor meddle not, 
Then wherefore thou in our domestic ones ? 
iThis maiden is my charge, and bound to me. 
Not more by Iotc than by congenial blood ; 
She loves young Logi^truly, tenderly — 
Your Grace beheld their wooing and approv'd, 
"What crotchet^ s in thy brain to bar it now. 
When thus to crush a strong deep rooted faith. 
May quell the life blood of their throbbing hearts — 
E'en were they sunder* d, art so very sure. 
The princely Moray will accept a hand 
Whose heart is in another's custody ? 

Kw{f. (staggers as if struck.) Woman! Beware! Thou 
treadest slippery ground — 
A step may dash thee down a precipice ! 
We counsel quietly, ye gie consent. 
For opposition is o' nae avail ! 

Queen. Rank we so mean thou dar^st insult us thus ? 
The maiden weds her but where we approve. 

King, (gasping and speaking aside.) Has Huntly reason, 
then, for his vile doots? 
If they prove true — if that they should prove true — 
Your chamber. Madam. — ^Weel can ye be spar'd ; 
But ere ye go, reflect on what has chanc'd, 

31 
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Either the Dane to Movqr 8f«id« lMtr«itb*4 
Eke, in three cUiySy she quits <mr Soottish strsacfr 
Queen. Yoqr Giifle 1 Your Gfftoe 1 
iTm^. Sitenoe I Be dqsib 1 We svMir 

It shall be Me. We are iniexiUe I 
Awa, awa ! We hae nudst ample e^nse. 

(James rwhea <^ im m fifir^ en 4me mde. Th$ QWni im 
terr^ a^d uma$e cm tk$ other.) 

BND OF SBOOMD ACT. 



ACT THiyj. 

SCENE FIRST. 

Gardens of fhe Palace, flftake4 by the Chapel Rpyal. Arthur's Seat, St- 
Anthony's Chapel and Well, with Salisbury Crags in the back gjouadr 
Bright moon-light. Moray discoYcred with a letter in his hand, pacing; 
up and down, 
itfor. Am I the dupe of ribald mockeiy 

That sports with passion which it cannot feel 1 

The characters are feminine ! What then ? 

In Tain I strive to pierce this mjstery. 

Let me peruse the billet <;Knce «gain :-^ > 

" An unfortunate, whose hope of aucoour sesta but with the aoJbtc 
'' Moray, implores a meeting at midnight, near the jessamine bower 
" on the south side of the garden. To signify your assent, partiaUy 
'^ unsheath V^ eriwpine youi lapier." 

All this have I ohey'd ; but when I aovghA 

To catch the eye should n^M^]^ its own devicei 

An act so unaccustom'd i' the presence 

Of the Queen,' a Ghrace ^nd her nobiUtj, 

Drew on myself such hosta of wond'ring o:rb% 

That my particular^ in th(& 9msy escap'd. 
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Hrhat sorrow seeks for solace at m j hands ? 
At mine, ill fitted to such sootking task ! 
Yet» ever holds it sow Mirth herels with fisirth^ 
Whilst grief with grief seeks siad companionship. 

(He becomes aMr acted. The app^MCh of Mdrgarefi^ who 
enters from the Pdlaee daring Ms speetky ttfouses Jdm. SA& 
is enveloped in a l4£f§€ cloak, jS%^ sight heovUy,} 
Forgive me, fair one, I obiserv'd thee not, 
Tho' bere a watefaer at thy spieseial 'quest — 
Deign to disclose the ^k» I seek tor serve? 

Mar. My eottfideaee has not bec^ pfec'd m vAin ; 
No, well I knew both coiaxsel asd support 
Would noble Moray fre^ render me. 

(Mara^ ^Mikisf entranced.) 

Mor. Am I icwake? is ^s no fitful dr^Mik — 
No bright, brief dreann tO' cke«t my IJortar'd sio^ 7 
No, no, it is a blest reality ! 

fktc^icg and tkr&iot himsetf at her fret.} 
Margarfet^ nsy own, my woidypp^d Margaret I 
Hath Heav'n, in pity, heard a wreteh's piaifits. 
That thus thou com'st to ndse me ftotn despadr^ — 
What words — ^what deeds— m«y speak n^ gratittisdef 

Mar. Oh, rise, my LoTd, sadb- posttti« is uttSti^ 
Texplain the grace Hoik I am heB& to iOkte. 
J am the suppliant, and thmw myMif 
Upon thy well known generositf : — - 
Beseech thee, rise, if thou Would' slj hstve mg stkf* [/CcMe^f 

Mor. (rises and sighs.) Tell> HSe^ adoi^dcM^y "v^Hatciltt I 
What service rendier ? What assistaActe give^ ? 
Wherefore thy terror ? Whence Ms su^Hen gri^f ? 
Nay, nay, compose thee--^nought sfatdl hsBtm thee helfe — ' 
Thou art with one devoted' in^liiy cruise* 

Mki*. Tbis noble ]dndiies»M>h, ala^ ! aks^! 
I would confide — ^would^ spesdr^-iaid yet, my Le^^ 
Shame ties my tongue ax^ twU not let me navUfy 
The cause of this most bitter, bitter grief. 
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Mor, Compose thee, dear one. Think a hrother hears — 

Mar, I do— -and like a Mter answer thee — 
He that thou know'st — ^thy friend — m y 

Mor. Lover? (tigha) Weill 

My speech, I see, hath struck the proper chord — 
Thy lover — ^Logie — sweet one, what of him ? 

Mar, Mysteriously he hath forsook the Court, 
Without one clue to guide to his retreat. 

Mor, Somewhat of import may have caused his flight. 
And carelessness perchance the hillet lost, 
That should have sooth'd thy spirit into peace — 
Or there may he a thousand accidents 
That have prevented his apprising thee. 

Mar, Oh, hless thee, Moray, for such comforting. 
Thou sa/st aright. His truth I cannot douht, 
Nor would I trust the foul mouth'd slanderers 
Who say he fled me for another love. 

Mor. How? What! DearMargaretl Fled! Fledfrom^A^ef 

Mar. No, no I — ^'Tis false I My life upon his fidth I 
Some enemy hath prepossessed the King 
With the hase lie of his unworthiness. 
And implication of my own disgrace. 
Nor stops, at such a point, the wicked tale. 
But states, that I — ^in tuhi — ^am well hdoVd— *- 
By one whom I, with my whole soul, esteem. 
But yet can only as a eisier, love : — 
The angry King hath vow^d a cruel oath. 
If, in three days, I do not give consent 
To yield my hand where I can grant no heart, 
I shall be exiled from fair Scotland's strand. 
And never, never, hear of Logic more I 
Alas, my Lord, if thou hast ever loVd 

Mor. If I have lov'd ! If, Marg'ret— ij^/— Well, well I 
Knows this blest mortal of his happiness. 
And is he worthy of thy matchless charms ? 
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Mar, As yet he knows not of the Rojral wish — 
But he, my Lord, is too magnanimous 
To seek to sunder two devoted hearts. 

Mar, Trust not to that. — ^Love masters scral and sense, 
And sacrifices all itself to win. 
If, then, he loye, as what man could refirain. 
Think not he will forego the God-like hope. 
The hliss unspeakahle to call thee his ? 

Mar, My Lord, he never hreoth'd one word of love — 
Then, why should I, a lowly foreigner. 
Believe that he who may all freely win 
The fairest and the proudest Scottish maid. 
Should wed Mm with a nameless alien ? 

Mor. If he have never shown love's livery. 
Surely his hreast unconscious of the fire 
Whose deadly flame is fed with mortal hopes. 
Whose agonies no artifice can hide. 
Whose hlossoms hloom to wither on the tomh ! 
Hast thou hethought thee, sweet, of any mean 
Whereby to flee from the impencting storm 7 

Mar, Alas ! It came so sore, so suddenly, 
With such brief space for thought or stratagem. 
That my poor brain no better can devise. 
Than by appeal to the nobiUty 
Of hhn for whom the King designs my hand. 
And pray him to reject ttie oflfered gift. 

Mor, It were a hazardous experiment ; 
Beauty ne'er hiM so powerful as in tears — 
And thine entreaties might enkindle fire 
E'en in the heart mimelted by your smiles. — 
Thou must not risk it, — Trust thy cause to me. 

Mar, Oh, joyfully ! Be thou my advocate I 
Plead for me.— Speak my grief— my misery— 
Sav I admire, esteem him, love him — no, — 
All, all hut that — that is not mine to give. 

E 
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I might have lov'd hut that this plighted hetrt 
So long hath worn another image here. 
Fail not to urge that I am desolate — 
Helpless, forlorn^ of friends, of kin hereft. 
Without one hope, save his self sacrifice^ 
Without one stay, save his exalted worth ! 

Mar, Cheer up, dear Margaret, relj on me. 
Thy cause shaH find a zealous advocate — 
For I will plead, ay, as 'twere for mj soul, 
Aud were his heart of iron it should melt. 
But I have jet to learn the envied name^ 
Of Him so hlest and so unfortunate? 

(Margaret in stranff agitation diafointedhf replies) — 

Mar. Men call him — ^the most noble — ^Earl— <xf — ^Moiaj! 
(Moray utters a cry of rapture, throws himieif at her feet, 
seizes her hand and covers it with kisses,) 
Belease me, Moray, — oh, is this thy faith ? 
My only shield, my sole support and trust,-— 
Is't thus that thou repay* st my confidence ? 

Mor. What can I say ? How speak my griefs, my blisaf 
Could my dull brain give coinage to my tongue, 
It^ might invent some burning epithet 
To tell its mad idolatry of thee. 
To trace the tortures of despairing love. 
To paint the wild, the hopeless, deathless fire, 
That blights each fibre of this withered heart 1 

Mar. Forbear! Forbear I For pity's sake, forbear ! 

Mor. Try not my strength beyond a mortal's power ! 
Who spurns the bliss the worship of his soul ? 
Who grapples death that pants for life's delights ? 
And thou art hfe, love, worship, ecstacy ! 
Oh, I have loVd thee madly, hopelessly—- 
If not in joy — ^in anguish and despair ! 
ghoVst me but heav'n to plunge me into hell ? 
For bell itself not greater torment knows 
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Than lose the hand that pitying fate accords* 

Whiles I beheld my rival's bliss secure, 

I ne'er obtnided my unhappy suit) 

But now when he hath burst thy heavenly band$, 

And'that the hope is mine to 

Mar, Bare not to hope. 

m 

If Wemyss be lost by death — or> worse than death-^ 

By infidetity, my heart shall ne'er 

Own other master. — Thenceforward it is dead* 

Oh, Heayen befriend me. My last hold is gone> 

And he I trusted, more unkind than all. 

Moray, farewell ! When oceans roll between, * 

Thy heart may jsmite thee for the cruelty 

Thou showd'st to her, who^ lorn and desolate, 

Tum'd her to thee for succour and defence. 

Mor. Hold, Margaret, hear me. —Now, by Heay'n I sweaiff 
Thy trust in me shall not be plac'd in vain. 
The sacrifice of life, and life's best hopes, 
Be Moray's answer to thy oonfidenc^^ 
Declare thy wish. Fear not that he comply, 
Tho' his the task, with his own hand to lead 
And give thee to a rival's happy arms. 

Mar. There spoke the spirit of the noble Moray* 
My friend, my brother, I am poor in thanks. 

Mor. Oh, torture, agony ! but speak thy wish» 
And tell me how I may achieve its aim ? 

Mar. Reject my hand when ofPer'^by the King— 
Conceal thy love — do more-— dh, conquer it— 
At least, my Lord, endeavour to forget. 

Mor. Forget thee Mai^aret? Forget thee 7 Not 
Life, life indeed, I may, ere long, foi^t 
Thou, never, whilst this heart's warm pulses play* 
Thou art the jewel of my ravish'd eyes— « 
Denied thy presence they are lustreless-^ 
Alike insensible and blind to all* 
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Mar. What shall I saj in comfort? Giatitiide-*' 
Mor. An icy bolt — ^Torture to lovera' ears ! . 
And, yety there is a boon, the which I'd pray-— 
Mar, Oh, quickly name it. — ^Be assured 'tis thine* 
Mar. It is that thou would' at grant me but one 
One silken tress of this bright golden hair 
Wherewith to bind a irantic» bursting heart. 

Mar. Take it, my Lord ; and may the time soon eomer 
When you shall new it with indifference^ 
Or lose the trifle, yet not. oonnt it loss. 

(Margaret cuts a treiajrotn her hmr 0Hdgi9e$ ii to Maraiif, 
he kiaeee it pam(fnatefy and thru$t9 it into kia boaom.} 
Farewell, most generous^ most matdiless friend ! 
Mor. Farewell ! life I Lotc ! All earthly happiness ! 
(He throws himself in a pa s m n at her feet, preuee her 
hand to hie lipa and heart. Then leade her to the Palace 
gate which she enters^ He gages qfter her in Jrenaied 
anguish.) 
Gone T Gone ! Oh God I And I — am desolate I 

[He rushes off in a parongsm* 

SCENB SECOND. 

Apartment in the Sow and Pigs, a hedge ale-house. Enter Logie, who 

throws himself listlesBly into a seat 
Log. How irksome drag the lasy hours along 
In this Elysium of my liege and King. 
I've borne the penance eight and forty hours. 
But four and twenty brings me my relief. 
Unless new orders cause a longer stay, — 
Farewell, then, to the bUssfid Sow and Pigs, 
Its unwashed landlady and surly host, 
Southward my anxious steps must then be tum'd, f 

And, yet, such progress bears me from my lore. ; 

I marvel much how she my absence takes — ; 

Came pearly drops into her bright blue eje ? 
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Or weeps she for her Logie fiur away? 
Oh, let me speed me to the destin'd goal. 
That I ma J quick regain my ark of peace ! 
The day appears as it would nerer dose, 
Would I could waste its tedious hours in sleep. 

{Logie threwa ktaudfon a rude bench in a remote pari qf 
the hovel. He drawe hia cloak over hie head. JSnier 
Landlord and Charley. They do not obeerte Logie.) 

Lan. What chance hath brought thee^ comrade, thus far south? 

Gour. An' man and steed prove true, my worthy host. 
They both must southwards yet some weary miles, 
My hrother^s hfe stands somewhat jeopardized*-— 
A restless brain hath stirred ajestless hand-^ 
And I have hied me, e'en from Holyrood, 
To learn the truth and render aid at need. 

Lan. The news, at Court ? 

Log. (aeide.) I may ^ean something here« 

Gour. Strange rumours in l^e palace are afloat. 
Not to be whispei^d Idiere, if ventured here : — 
May be thou'st heard of Bothwell's late escape ? 

Lan. Escape ! not I, — ^no, not a syllable ! 
Then broken heads will be more plentiful 
Than plaisters wherewithal to mend 'em. Fled ? 

Gour. To England as they say. Such the Kiil^s rage, 
'Heading and hanging are his mildest words. 

Lan. Small manrd that. — ^Aught else of import^ eh ? 

Gour. Ay, faith» there has been much of wondermenty 
Touching the disappeiurance of young Wemysa*— 
The bonnie, gentle. Mistress Margaret 
Weeps for his loss with unavailing tears. 

Log. (aeide.) Ah, does she so ? My own» my £uthful one ! 

Crour^ Tiding or token from him hath she none — 
The King assures her he hath surely fled 
Across the border with some other love ! 

Log. {aeide.) The traitor villain I 
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Gour. She scorns the tale, wrings her fair hands and crieSy 
He may be dead, but, oh, unfaithfol, never I 
Now there be some opine the King knows more 
That what his Grace deems fitting to reveal :-^ 
They hint, too, that good James suspects the Queen 
likes Moray more than prudence warrants her — 
Some go the length to style him — " The Queen's Love !** 
Falsehood or truth, at least be sure o' this. 
The bonnie Earl's the slave of Margaret, 
And holds the ground in worship that she treads. 

Log. (aside,) Ha? 

Gcur, Fit this with this,— conjecture points the truth. 
That Logic has been spirited away, 
To mate the maiden with the courtly Earl. 

Log. (aside,) Oh, villain King — and oh, besotted Wemyss ! 

Gour, Fair means will never win her to his wish, — 
She has no smile but for young Wemyss alone. 
Shame light on him would sunder such true hearts ! 

Lan, Tut, tut, my Mend, they will not die of grief. 

Gour, I know not that. Such things they say, have chanc'd^ 
Yet, ere I left my home, the Earl and she . 
Held midnight meeting in the gardens. 

Log. (aside) What? 

Lan. How know'st thou this ? Art thou their confidant? 

Chur, My wife is keeper of the postern gate 
Thro' which the maiden was compell'd to pass.— 
Sore was her grieving — ^if the Earl^ she said. 
Denied her askings hope was at an end, — 
Within three days she must for Denmark part, 
And never, never, see her Logic more. 

Log. (aside,) Oh, torture, torture^ and I absent here ! 

Gour. An hour she spent in converse with the Earl, 
Ere the three blows upon the postern struck, 
Announc'd the signal of their parley o'er, — • 
Such signal I must give on my return. 
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Lan* Three strokes upon the postern 7 

Loff, (aside.) Good^ good, good ! 

Gour, But come, mine host, Td fain thy larder prove, 
Your mountain air begets keen appetite — , 
The roan doth justice to his provender, 
So would his master to thy beef and ale. 
For rough's the road that leads to Berwick town. 

Lan, Nor man nor horse ere left the Sow and Pigs 
For lack of goodly entertainment. Nay, 
Come thou this way, and thou shalt have such food 
As might give relish to an Emperor. 

(Exeunt, Logic eprings up hastily.) 

Log, What have I heard? Mine own anothet^s bride ! 
Oh Heav'n I shall go mad ! How to prevent it ? 
Perchance ere this the victim hath been made. 
And I too late to stay the sacrifice ! 
Oh, cursed King, and this thy mission ! Oh ! 
Dolt that I am to waste the precious time 
That calls for action prompt and resolute. 
There, honest host, for all thy luxuries. 

(Placing money on the table,) 
Thank Heav'n the gallant Bayner is so fresh — 
Life, more than life, depends upon his speed. [Eait, 

SCENE THIRD. 

King's Closet James discovered seated at a table — ^papers strewed 
around Mm. A fire blazing on the hearth. 

King, Bothwell escap'd ! Home, too, sae foully slain, 

An' we unable to redress the wrang ! 

The man w)iose shoulders bear a Kingdom's weight. 

Staggers beneath a weary load o' care ! 

Enter Moray, He bows low. 

My Lord o' Moray, welcome are ye here. 

Hoot ! dinna fash us wi' sic ceremony — 

We're sair disjaskit wi' our this day's wark — 
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Naethin' but reivin',' murder, robbery! 
Our sister Bess o' England sure maun tbink 
We are nae better tban a nose o' wax. 
To pass unpunisb'd sic audacity ! 
But this is no' the gear we socht ye for ; — 
My Lord, there rins a whisper i' the Court, 
That ye aiFect our winsome Margaret ? 

Mor, So please your Grace, whoe'er inform'd you so— 

King. Hoot, toot, man, think nae shame. Ye hae good taste. 
She has as gentle bluid within her reins 
As you or ony Stuart o' ye aw ! 
Sae let na' siUer stop the hopefu' match. 
For she shall be as weel a tocher' d quean 
As ony lass in aw our braid domains. 

Mor. And must I such transcendant bliss forego ? 
Oh, trial worthy of a God, not man ! 

StiD, still, my heart. — ^Tempt me not to forswear ! (Aside) 
Your Grace's goodness claims my gratitude. 
But Mistress Margaret can ne'er be mine. 

King. What ails ye at her. Sir ? What ails ye at her ? 
Ye*ll no' deny there's nane in aw our Court 
Wha can in beauty ance compare wi' her— 
A fairer creature eye hath never seen. 

Mor. Her beauty it were heresy to doubt ! 
Oh, she is fair, surpassing, hearenly ^r, — 
M(Hre lovely never gladden'd mortal eye ! 
Yet, whatsoe'er her beauty or her charms. 
The Danish maiden is a gem too rich 
To grace poor Moray's humble coronet. 

King. Humph ! By my saul, but this is mair than strange. 
Folks say ye carry aw the marks o' love — 
Ye laud her beauty, yet reject her hand — 
What lacks she. Sir, to hit thy fantasy ! 

Mor. My gracious liege, love lives by contraries — 
Its eyes are full as many as its fears. 
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And as capricious as Its wildest hopes — 
One dwells with rapture on the face diyioe* 
The polish'd fiM^head, bright with intellect; 
The wanton tresses ambush'd Cupid's snares 
The eyes that mdt and penetrate the sod. 
The lash that fires the lustrous eye it shades^ , 
The silken brow whose arch outvies the sky; 
The cheny lip thati pouting tempts the kisflb 
The snowy case of spotless ivory^ 
Brilliant contrasted with their ruby frame-* 
These, wilii the swan-like neck, the dimpl'd chin. 
Are eadi and aU the lover's boastful pride ! 

Eing. The theme inspires. — ^Thou paint'st tlus lover Cke. 

Mor, Others are ravish'd with a &ultless shape; 
A taper waist that woos the anient dasp. 
The undulations of those glowing zones. 
More beautiful than Phidias ere achieved— 
The fair smooth arm, the hand of velvet touch. 
Or fingers dipt in Iris* richest hues i 

King, lis dear thou hast some idol in thine ee— 
Noo, if it be na Mistress Margaret, 
Speak out an' let us hear the fair one's name — 
We'll do our best to smoolh the thorny path. 

Mar. My liege, accept my boundless gratitude* 
Altho' I dare not put it to the test : — 
Once more I venture humbly to repeat; 
I have no present purpose to be wed. 

King. No present purpose I Weel Sirl Weel, weel, wed ! 
Since it is sae, let us advise ye, Sir, 
That forthwithye withdraw ye firae the Court; 
An' mak mair room for sic as ken to prize 
Our Boyal favour and encouragement 1 
My Lord o' Moray, ye hae leave to gang 1 

{James** indignation and suspicion increases during this 
scene, and the last speech is uttered mth violence. 

F 
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Moray bows low and, is about to retire, when the eye of 
James catches a glimpse of Margarefs tress in Moray's 
vest. He dashes at Moray, tears it from his bosom, and 
flings it into the fire, furiously exclaiming)^ 
Deevils an' Death ! We ken the reason noo ! 
Perish the pledge o* yer accursed lust ! 

(Moray darts towards the fire, into which he thrusts his 
hand, rescuing the lock, which he kisses passionately, 
and replaces in his bosom,) 
Mor. My life ! My soul ! All, all, ere th^u he lost ! 
King. Villain an* traitor ! Daur ye to our face ? 

{Moray bends low and toithdraws. James looks after him 
with fury and amazement. Attempts to speak, hut finaUy 
throws himself into a chair, buries his head in his hands 
and dashes it on the table.) 

END OF THIRD ACT. 



ACT FOURTH. 

SCENE FIRST. 
Hall in the Palace. Enter Margaret meeting Moray. 

Mor, But evil, sweet, the tidings that I hring — 
The Royal ftiry wax'd ungovemahle. 
When I refus'd the bliss of this dear hand, — 
I was commanded peremptorily 
To quit the presence and the Court at once; 
And as I hasten'd to obey the first. 
His Grace with foaming lip and sparkling eye. 
As if possess' d with sudden lunacy, 
Dash'd at my person, tearing thence thy gift — 
This cherish' d portion of thy worshipped self^ 
Which with a rude and sacrilegious hand. 
He madly flung upon the blazing coals ! 
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Mar. Aks» alas! 

Mor, But I did rescue it. 

To wear it here whiles consciousness remains : 
And when this tortur'd heart shall cease to throh, 
TwiU form the sweetest, choicest, proudest flower 
Of my funereal chaplet — 

Mar. Oh, my Lord, 

May that dark hour be distant, distant far — 

Mor. If thou wert merciful, thou'dst wish it nigh. 
For welcome death, when life is valueless — 

Mar. Ah me, my Lord, and I the hapless cause, — 
I who do owe thee more than life can pay : — 
Speed thee to Fife, until this storm blow by — 

Mor. And leave thee here unfriended and alone 1 

Mar. I run no hazard, Moray, it is thou ! 
And tho* thou may'st despise the threatenings. 
Yet, still, for me, — ^for me whom thou hast sav'd. 
Thou wilt respect a life I hold most dear. 
And quit this treacherous, unworthy, place — 

Mor. Thou art the sun that life and love sustains — 
Albeit another shades thy brighter beams ; — 
Better to die by thee than gasp elsewhere — 

Mar. Arouse ! For shame ! Shake ofif this lethargy ! 
Ne'er be it said that Scotland's proudest peer 
Perish' d the victim of a misplac'd love ! 
Complete the happiness so kind begun 
It were unworthy thee to darken it. 
With shadow of such sad perpetual gloom. 
As aught of ill to thee would o'er it fling — 
Nay, an' thou loVst me, now, this instant, hence ! 

Mor. Love thee ? Well, well ! I read thy drift aright — 
Love thee ? How dull, how tame the epithet — 
Th' unmeaning phrase mankind's poor common-plac( 
My fever'd lips should breathe a term of fire, 
My soul expands one concentrated flame. 
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My pulses with ecstatic rapture play, — 

My eyes the masters of all other sense,^- 

Eartb is my Heaven, and thou the Deity, 

"Waking my soul to such celestial joy !— 
Mar. Oh, break th* unwilling chann that masters thee : 

Nay, by its power I do adjure thee, hence ! 
Mar. Oh, agony, with such a shaft 'to slay ! 

Well, smce I may no longer stay to diield, 

m look my last, for we shall meet no more — 

A sad foreboding spirit whispers me 

It is our latest earthly interview ! 

Thou wilt not sure deny oile fbnd request,*— 

For once, but once, to press thine angel fbrm 

Against a heart thou liVst for aye enshrin'd? 
Mar. Cast down the shrine ! Chase the ftlse idol thence ! 
Mor. I will, dear Margaret, with 11^— with life ! 

(Moray draws her towards him, folds her in his arms, 
looks long and passionately in her face, kisses her fore' 
head, mutters with his lips as if in prayer, presses her 
hand to his heart, and with a suffocating cry rushes off. 
She remmns' paralyzed — a patise. Then enter Logic. 
Margaret utters an exclamation of joy, and throws her* 
self into his arms.) 
Mar. Logic, dear Logic, oh the happiness — 

Thou little dream'st the deadly peril, love. 

Thy cruel, untold, absence hath cali'd forth — 
Log, That absence the effect of treacheiy — 

The King design' d thee Moray's Countess, love, 

And that I might not baulk a scheme so fidr. 

Despatched me on pretended embassy — 

So Urgent that I might not wait to trace 

In hasty charactets the sad adieu. 

Which James, in person, promised to impart^^ 

I've learnt thy truth and his base perfidy; — 

But how hast thou escap'd the dang'rous snare ? 
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Mttr. By rare and self^deyoted sacrifice 
Of him who deemed his Mistress* happiness 
Superior to possession of his own— > 

Thy noble rival, my most hapless ftiend. 
To soothe my sorrows held as nought his own, 
Befus'd my hand — arons'd the Kingly wradi. 
And now, I fear, in deadly peril stands-** 

Log. Better than words shall speak my gratitude—* 
Fear not mishap. The fkry of the King 
Is but a brain-sick and a passing fit-— 
And the fool chnrl did dare aaperse my troth? 
Base slanderer ! Bishonoar to his name I 

(A hud moke heard at the Palace gatee^ wUh shaute of 

" Juetiee, jwtke ! A BathweU ! A BothweU r A 

loud craeh as of gatee forced.) 

By HeaVn 'tis BothweU ! They hare forc'd the gates— 
Now for a proud, a glorious rerenge ! 
Into thy chamber, dearest Margaret, 
This arm shall guard thee, love, from danger stiU. 
Mar. Oh, guard a life, far dearer than my own ! 
Log. That wish doth make it dearer to myself! 

fHe leade her to a door^ at which she retiree. Noise in- 
creases. He draws his runner and is rushing tff^ esb- 
claiming) — 

Now, then, for honor ! 

(When he encounters James flying in terror. James 
nearly runs uj^ Jjogi^s weapon. Logic seizes him 6g 
the collar.) 

Villain I Surrender ! 
King. Withoot there, ho! Help! Help here for yer Prince! 

Enter Huntlg, Lindsay^ Lords, and Soldiers. 

Guard weel this traitor wham we hae secured! 

Hun. "What I Wemyss of Logic ? He a traitor too ? 
It seems the fall spring tide of lunacy ! 
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Log. My Lord! Your Grace! ~Te both outshoot the mark — 
Mj sword was drawn to render faithful aid. — 

King. A faithfu' way to pass it thro' our wame. 
An' tak the Lord*s anointed by the beard ! 
We'll trust our een afore we trust fine words — 
Hoo cam you here at sic untimeous hours ? 
You are the greatest traitor o' them aw. 
An' shall aboon them aw maist quickly swin^ 
A gallows — ^haste, a^' hing them up instanter — 
An' see this/at^A/k' subject's be the highest. 

Log. Without inquiry? Will your Grace but hear? 
Such act were monstrous in a Christian land ! 

King. AS wi' him, sirs, we took him wi' red hand. 

Hun. {aside to James.) So please your Grace, 'tis said that 
Moray, too. 
Bore a brave share in this dark night's misdeeds. 
This sash we found gives credence to report. 

King. Eh ! By my saul, but this is Moray^s scarf. 
We saw it on his person no' lang syne. 

Hun. Ay, not long since 'twas from his chamber filch' d. 
The nest was empty and the eagle flovm ! {Aside.) 

King. Heav'n guard us, Lords, our person is na safe, 
£nviron'd as we are on ilka hand, 
Hoo shall we 'scape the murd'rin' villains' fangs ? 
Say, hath the lustfu' traitor been secured ? 

Hun, My Uege, he hath not, but, if such thy wish. 
To-morrow's sun beholds him at thy feet. 

King. Aboot it, quick — sic treason should be quell' d. 

Hun. Doubt not my diligence. I have thee, Moray, 
Past vfithin the net — ^if thou escape me. 
Fear ndt Grordon more ! {aside.) [Exit. 

(James who has been abstracted, looks up, sees Logic, and 
exclaims) — 

King. We thocht our orders were maist peremptory, 
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To drag yon fause loon frae our acbin' sicht — 
Maun we repeat them or we be obe/d? . 

(Margaret rushes in, casts herself at his feet.) 

Mar. "What do I see? My Logie prisoner? 
Oh, mercy, mercy ! He is guiltless. King ! 
He sought to guard thee from the traitor^ s hands. 

King. Be silent, girl ! Quick ! Tear the villain hence ! 

Mar. A moment — ^but a moment — spare him — spare him ! 

King. Up, minion, up !— We winna grant him grace- 
Gin he had fifty lives he shall tyne aw — 
Thanks to thae Lords, an' nane to his fause heart. 
That we escap'd his ruffian violence ; 
Noo, by my saul, were ither means to fail. 
We think we'd hang him wi' our royal hand ! 

Mar. King, he is innocent. — ^Have pity. — Spare — 

King. Were he our mitber's son we wad hae nane» 
An', as crown' d ELing, we swear he dies the death ! 
Nae mair delay — Awa, at ance, wi' baith — 
By HeaVn she bauds us wi' a death grip. Sirs, 
Here, Harry Lindsay, quick, undo her hands. 

Mar. Inhuman King ! Thy heart is marble — ^marble ! 
(Lindsay takes her from James, who signs for the removal 
of Logie, whom Margaret struggles to reach as he is 
dragged off by the guards.) 

King. Aff wi' her to her Grace's chamber, quick — 
Say 'tis our pleesure there she pass the nicht. 

(Lindsay bears off Margaret exhausted.) 
We're mair a baited badger than a King ! 
Wimen an' traitors scare us o' our wits — 
Fool'd by our Queen — wrang^d by our smoothest freends — , 
Our wishes scorn' d by this audacious chit ! 
Wimen wad play the deevil wi' auld Nick — 
Especially whare lovers are the stake, — 
We wadna wonder she devis'd some plot 
To screen the scoondrel frae deserved death ! 
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We'll sleep wi' ae ee wakin' in our heed : 
HeaVn send that we may snatch some hrief repose 
After the doins o' this awfu' daj ! 

[Exeunt Jamei and Courtiers.'] 

SCENE SECOND. 
Cltsinber. Ladj Magdalene watduag. 

Ma^, This hroil hath heen as sadden as 'twas hnef. 
And, treason, doubtless, meets its just reward ! 
Silence, once more, enwraps the lonely pile 
Where I and sorrow hold our moumfol watch. 
Why should the wretched lire that long to die ? 
Why shiinks the hand to rid the heart of woe. 
And wherefore mis'ry tremble at its cure f 
Ah me, ah me ! Would grief had poVr to kill. 
Since there is that within to quell us aH I 

(A gentle tapping heard at the door,) 
Who is it knocks at this unwonted hour 7 

Hun, (without,) A l&iend, dear Magdalene, be not afiaid-«-> 

Mag, My brother's voiee ? I open to thee, straight. 

(She aeeumes eompoeure and tmdoee the door,) 

Hun, Pardon, fair sister, mine imtimely eaU, 
Thy taper wam'd me that thou wert fv-foot^ 
And I have tidings for thy willing ear, 
Mght give me welcome at an hour more late, 
Yea, put thy ailments to a sudden flight. 

Mag, Without move pre&oe, Huntly, come, thy news ? 

Hun, Strange whi^ers in the Paiaoe are afloat 
Of rude collision 'twixt Moray and the King, 
Spme say <hat James espied a golden tress, 
Lodg'd in the vesture oi the eourtly Earl, 
For which a jealous strag;^ did ensue. 

Mag, A golden tress ? Why, such is Margaret's ! 

Hun, And such the Queen'a---So James, at least, opines. 
And such opioion I would have him hold, . 
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For it works well and aids our deiur revenge ; — 
No matter whose, — ^the Earl haJih. fled the Court, 
And, at a time, propitious to my wish. 
Since it hath heen imparted to the King 
That he, in this night's tieatson hare a piurt ! 

Mag. Ha ! Say'st thon, Hiuitly 7 Was it so^ indeed? 

Hun. No matter whether it were so or b0I — 
The end is eqpd he it true or fahe — 
The King commands I follow quick to Fife 
To summon him to answer to thef ehfufe. 

Mag. (Jalteri^g.) Well? 

Hun. Well ? Sister, canst thou not guess the rest? 
If that he scruple of ohedienc^ 

As it is possible, pierchanoe^ he may, 

(Huntly regards her with a triumphant mnile. She avoids 
hisgase^) 

Mug, Well, well? 

Hun. Why, then, a em^iet may ^»ue, ' 

And, then, some random blew, ofi piitdl shot^ 
May end his love lays and thy brother^ s hate'! 

(^Ske seems overcome. Hun^y eyes her e&mpiaeentlyJ) 
Sister, thou bear*st thee as a GrolNlon sherdd — 
Be not asham'd^lis to peitieipate 
In the long hoarded yengeaabe of our house. 

Mag. Tfaas i» a fe^fftd and a fateM night, — 

Hun. That leads us to a bright triumphant day ! 
How have I jo/d to note each circumstance. 
Thine eye averted and thy shrinking hand 
Bdinelknt givto in the detested danee— 
These Bikd a thousand trivial i)»!idents 
Prove thy just hatred a£ our eaemy,*^* 
But, be at peace, he shall dSend no more — 
His doom is seal'd-^ere morning dawns, he dies ! 

Mag. (after a pause, and in a suffocaiiag tone.) When goest 
thou, Huntly, on this enterprise ? 
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Hun. Within four hcMm wj purpose to embark— 
All is prepared with death-like secrecy, 
80 that the yictim cannot hope escape! 

Moff, (Sobs convulsively^ 

Hun. Why weep'st thoo, Magdalene? Fear^st for myUfe? 
Take comfort, sweet, — in sooth thou hast no cause, 
Moray is nnsospicioas of the blow. 
Attended only by domestic serf% 
Whiles my devoted band are Gordons, al^ — • 
Ay^ Gordons, breathing hatred and reveqge ! 
Farewell ! and should* st thou longer vigil keep 
Mistake not, I beseech, the lurid glare. 
That suddenly shall tinge yon eastern shore. 
For the bright dawning of the gladsome day I 
Once more, good night ! Commend me in thy prayers. 
{Huntly affectionately kisses her hand and goes qffC) 

Mag, Prayers ? — sprayers ! such bloody guest to speed ! 
The pride, the idolized of Scotland's love, — 
To perish by such eoward butchery ! 
How to prevent it? — ^Disabuse the King? 
But, how? Oh, God! My brain is 'wildered! How? 
Hope darts one heavenly ray athwart the gloom. 
And, come what may, it shall be instant tried — 
Away, away, lest that it prove too late. 

[Exit in a passion of gritf<^ 

SCENE THIRD. 

Antechamber of the Queen. Margaret asleep on a coodi. The Qoeett 

and James regarding her. 

Queen. We hop*d that Royalty at least was free 
From the base failing of the common herd. 
And that our pride had met more fit respect 
'Hian bootless sue to one our suitor late : 
We have to thank thee for the churlish truths 



That e'en a Queen, howe'er, befinre adored* 
Loses her Goddesship, and wonum tianis» 
When she wife's servile, abject, name assomea^ 

King* Deils i' the /wuman ! What wad she be at t 
Wad'st hae our person made the common bntt 
For ilka loon to shoot his treasonous shaft ? 

iiueen* Here lies no traitor* 

King. But her leman is. 

Queeiu And thro' that lover thou destroy* st the maid* 
The dear companion of mj happiest years. 
Who left her home gay as the bhthest bird, 
But now lies stricken hke the hapless deerl 
Oh, if your Grace own human sympathy 
Look kindly on my blighted hly, here. 
And let her agony subdue your soul« 

King. Compassion, madam, should begin at hame-^ 
If we show grace to ilka graceless loon. 
Our heed may rue the weakness o' our heart. 

Queen. Alas, sweet flow'r that droops beneath the blast,— 
A word thy wonted beauty would restore. 
Yet that blest word thy mistress cannot win : 
And wilt destroy the maid I hold 90 dear ? 

Ki?ig. An' will we pit our life in jeopardy ? 
My certie, madam^ but ye care na hoo. 
Or what may happen, sae ye sair yersel ! 
But, dinna deave us, for our mind's made upi 
Sae let the lassie bide in this fell dwam, 
It's better sae, until it aw be owre ! 

Mar. (in sleep,) He shall not die. I save, or perish todf 

Qtieen. Hearest thou that ? Oh man of iron heart ! 

King. Puir thing! puir thing! Hech! Sorrow's sair to bidet 

Mar* Oh, mercy, mercy ! He is innocent ! 

(Starting up and rushing wildly forwards) 
Alas ! where am I ? Do I sleep or wake ? 
Was it, indeed, no dread reality. 



1 
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But fearful coinage of my tortured brain ? 
Methought he stood «pon tlie utmoet verge 
And hideous hrmk of drear eternity, — 
The last pray'r o'er> — ^the fitted moment oome, — 
The Royal executioner stood by 
To sate his craven appetite of Mood : 
An instant more and hope were at an end ! 
Sudden a giant's strength possessed my frame> — 
I rush'd, resistless^ to the scafficdd's foot, — 
I burst his bonds-I bore my prize sway 
All safe> all harmlessy horn the g^iastly scene: 
Yet, ere I could complete the blissful task> 
My muscles lost their brief si]q)enial poVr, 
And he I bore weigh' d with such leaden force 
That down I sunk, exhausted, to the earth» 
And when I tum'd to meet the ftce I lov'd 
Mine eyes grew rooted on his livid corse ! 

(She covers her face with her hande.J 

Omen, Oh, piteous sight ! Canst mark sudi woe unmov'd^ 
Look up, dear maiden^ 'tis thy Queen — ^thy fnrad ! 

Mar. My friend? My Queen? Wilt thou not savehislifb? 
His life on whose hangs wretdbed Margaret's? 

(She turns tcmyards femes.) 
King ! Thou should' st be the ardietype of Heav'n-^ 
Of Heav'n which breathes good will and peace to all ; 
Wilt thbu forswepr the Godlike attribute ? 
And cherish vengeance where thy grace should shine X 
I swear by every hope of fbture bliss 
My Logic is as guiltless of this crime 
As are tlie angels voand the throne of Heav'n I 
My Royal mistress kned thou, too, mth me. 
And let our pray'rs and tears subdue his soul. 

{Jtargaret kneels on me side — the Queen on the other of 
James, whose dogged obstinacy seems shaken,) 

King, I wonder wha the deil wad be a King, 
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To be bamboozled in a way Vke tlds ? — 
Rise, leddies^ baith — sae far shall ye preml 
That we'll gie respite «a' review ihis gear — 

{Knotkmg at the door, l^iey rue.y^ 
Deils i' -die door ! Wisll we se'er get to rest ? 
Wha is't that chaps at sic UBseemly ho«rs ? 

Idn. (without,) I bear a paquet of iiDpfiTtanoe^ tSKre, 
C€HHie<^d with the treason of dds night. 

Kinff. Then lift <he soeek; let's %eeik Intil its iaoe. 

(Enter Lindsay, who presents a letter, James looks at it 
siispicumsfy. Beads) — 
** Will your Grac6 see with other men's eyes or your own ?" 
Humph ! 

" What is there in common between the traitor Bothwell and the 

" young Logic ? — ^What gains Moray by treason ? — ^Who is that 

- " noble's mortal foe ? Wlio poisoned your Grace*s ear ? . Who 

" was't denounced ? Who speeds to sacrifice ? — Huntly ! Hnntly I ! 

" Huntly ! 1 1" 

Grod*s life its true. 

" Leads he the Hoyal guard ? No ! Gordon^ Moray's deadly 
" enemies ! — ^Before you mur " 

What! 

** Before you mur-der for a tress of hair,-^Tegaitl alike the Qaceb's 
** and Margaret's. — If murder would not spot the Royal name^ 
^* speed instant aid else noble, loyal Moray surely falls." 

(James looks lomg and tgnxwwsiy at Queen and Margaret.) 

Their hair is o' ae colour. Wee!, weel, wcel ! 

The scales are faflin' — we see clearer noo — 

We fear we've been a tool in Huntly's hand ; 

It's no owre late to spoil his deev'lish game. 

Sir Harry Lindsay, quick, fetch Logie here. 

(Sir Harry Lindsay goes t)ff,) 

Tell us, fair maid, wears Moray gift o' thine ? 

Mar. None, please your Grace. 

King. What! Naegaud? Nae trifle? 

No e'en a lock o' hair? 
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Mar. I had forgot, 

A tress of mine is his. 

King*, That looks like love. 

Hoo comes it, then, he should reject jer hand? 

Mar. He knew my heart had loVd another long-^ 
He had compassion of my agony^ 
And to preserve my peace destroyed his own. 

King, (ande,) How plain is truth when passion warps it not# 
Oh, Jamie, Jamie, what a guse ye've heen 1 

Enter Lindsay with Logic* 

A word or twa, my man, an' speak the truth — 
Whisht ! hand yer tongue, an' he yer answers hiief# 
Hoo cam ye here when we opined ye hence ? 

Log. I learnt hy accident of Moray's love. 
And your intent to give him my hetroth'd ; 
Stung with the news, in headlong haste I spurr'd. 
To save or perish at my Margaret's feet. 
We had hut met when Bothwell's vile attempt 
Forc'd her to seek her chamher — ^I was drawn 
And hasting to defend my Sovereign-** 
Thou know'st what happ'd — ^my zeal seem'd treasonous— 
And I am counted worthy honds and death ! [asserts f 

King. (To Margaret.) Nae doot ye'll vouch for aw that he 
Weel, weel, nae mair. Ye shall his surety he — 
There ! Thank our Queen an' her that ye are free ! 

{Logie throws himself with Margaret at the feet of the 
King and Queen.) 

Log. Your Grace shall find me worthy this regard. 

King. O' that hereafter. We hae been to blame. 
An', in some peril, plac'd the Yerl o' Moray. 

Log. Moray in peril ? Oh, bid me speed, your Grace, 
To shield a friend of such surpassing worth ! 
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King. As ye wad pleese us, hie ye hence at ance» 
Oursel will follow wi* the least delay ! 
Kings should he wise gin they wad never err ! 
Huntly hath practis'd on our trustin' ear. 
An' arm'd Revenge wi' Royalty's command ; 
Sir Harry Lindsay tak sufficient force. 
An' rescue Moray frae the villain's fangs. 

Queen, Oh, speed ye, speed ye, — ^save the nohle youth ! 

King, (putppiahly,) It shall he seen to. Madam, fear ye not. 

Mar, As I am dear see Mora3r's life secure. 

Log, What love and friendship can, I will achieve. 

King, Nae mair delay. — ^To arms an' horse at ance ! 
An' leddies, ye shall hear us company 
To see hlithe end o' this wan chancy slip. 
An' feast, we trust, in Moray's lordly halls ! 

[Exeunt Logie and Sir Harry Lindsay on one side — Queen, 
Margaret, and James on the other, 

«ND OF FOU&TH ACT. 



ACT FIFTH, 

SCENE FIRST. 

Saloon in the Castle of Dinnibirsle, with a large window looking oat 
upon the river Forthy the opposite shore and distant City of Edin- 
burgh seen bathed in the moonlight. — Moray seated at the window-* 
Margaret's tress in his hand. 

Afor. She dreams not how I worship yond' sweet star. 
That, last night, pour'd its glories on her head, 
In the rude hour that sunder'd us for aye, — 
Its heams give out a brighter, happier fire. 
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Oh, be such brilliance typical of fate, . 

Of bliss to her — ^whate'er the chance to me. 

Her beauty, gentleness, and innocence. 

Steep' d all my senses in dehcious joy. 

Till happiness and I seem'd bom anew ! 

Fond fool ! What calm without its storm whate'er? 

Blest relic of the idol I adore. 

Closer yet closer to thy sanctuaiy. 

Sap up each heakhfnl spring of hated life^- 

It is the happy, only, fear to die* 

(He places the trees in his hosmn^ and throws Mmselfinto 
a chair, v^hence he had arisen durintg his speech.) 

Enter a Servant, 

Ser. My Lord, fi youth whose guise betokens speed. 
Entreats admission.-^He, my Lord, is here. 

(A Page enters hastUy, ivith wild and anxious looks. 
Servant vnthdratos.) 

Mot, Thy mission, youth, appears of urgency — 
I pray thy tidings prove not evil ones — 
Com'st thou from Holjrrood ? Are all there well? 

Page, Scant time, my Lord, for such demands as thes( 
Flight, instant flight, alone the question now — 
Delay is rum — ^hesitation, death \ 
Away, away, ere the destroyers come — 
Seek safety in the woods — ^the hills — the sea — 

Mor, Boy, boy, art frantic ? Hy my castle ? Why ? 
What danger threatens 7 

Page, Oh, the worst — the worst — 

Bevenge, and arm- d with power. — ^Thou little dream' st 
The subtle web \s spread fbc thy; defeat* 

Mor, Speak plain, good youth-Hibfou- wrtr a i&yBtefy ! 

P(7^. Thine enemy hath caus'd the King believe 
That thou dost cheriah an unlawful love^ 
Of which the Queen thy foul presumptuous aim; 
For this her Grace hath given most ample scope, 
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Since she doth hardlj deign oonceal her fond. 
But most imprudent preference of thee* 

Mofr, Bojt boy, thou dream' st — I never noted it. 

Page* The player oft doth miss the certain stroke. 
Which the overlooker at a glance achieves. 

Mor. Can this be so ? What ! J the young Queen's love ! 

Page. Scandal and song proclaim my story true, 
Howe'er so fake I know the tale to be — 
Another idol fills thy hopeless soul. 
Yet tj^y devotion there thy ruin seals. 
For the bright tress thou wear'st so near thy heart, 
Poth James believe to be a Royal pledge. 

Mor, How now> Sir knave, how com'st thou so well vers*d 
r the cherish'd secrets of my inmost soul ? 

Page. No matter how.-^Thou hast to learn so much, 
That thou were lost ere I could breathe the half.— 
Suffice it, Bothwell sought to slay the King, 
And tho' his treason met just overthrow. 
Still thou stand' st branded for its foul abettor * 

McT, I can, most readily, refute such charge. 

Page. When time gives warranty, not now, not now.--^ 
The jealous King with greedy ear drinks in, 
Whatever malignancy may choose assert-^ 
With his authority thy foes approach. 
To dbrag thee to a fell vindictive doom, 

Mor. Well ! Let them eoma I It is for guilt to fear— *- 
Mine innoeenee will prove my surest shield. 

Page. What innocence escapes long pent revenge ? 
Thy deadliest foe^— thy House's enemy — 
Vindictive Huntly leads the eager chace. 
With Gordons panting for thy hated blood, 

3for. Can this be true? Then is destruction sure—* 
Foul, eraf en, King, it suits thy coward soul I 

Page. Arouse, my Lord, we yet for. flight have time, 
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The skiff that hore awaits to waft us henoe. — 
Great HeaT*!!, they're here> and we are lost indeed ! 

(The Page rushes to the window and looks out with intense 
agony. Enter Dunbar, Loud shouting and hammering 
without.) 
Dun, Moray, dear fiiend, the foe is at the gate, 
With force 'gainst which 'twere bootless to contend : — 
Still is there hope thou may'st escape their fangs — 
Disdain not flight, if thon wonld'st spare the friend 
Whose happiness is blended with thine own — 
As yet, unwatch'd, the eastern postern stands — 
There lies thy way — the ocean prove thy shield ! 

Mor, How abject Moray seems in Dunbar's eyes — 
Think' st thou he'd fly, and leave thee here to die ? 
One common hazard both in common shares ! 

Dun, There is no hazard. — Mine's a certain mode 
T* ensure retreat. — ^Retreat, at least, for thee — 
If that I fall, thou may'st avenge my death. 
Farewell, farewell ! And God defend the right ! 

(Dunbar presses Morat^s hand and rushes off. The ham- 
mering and shouting is renewed. The Page remains 
gazing from the window,) 
Page. It cannot hold. — ^The gate must quickly yield. 
Away, away, ere ruin be complete ! 

Mor, 'Nayi haste good youth, I prithee save thyself— 
This purse be earnest of my gratitude. 

(Offers a purse. Page clasps his hands in agony,) 
Page. Thy life— thy life !— Thy gold I covet not. 
Mor. Well, well ! — ^Tirae presses — Quickly — Hence at once, 
The rocks will shelter till my foes depart — 
Embitter not my small remains of life 
Py witness of thy savage, cruel doom. 

(Moray waves adieu and is about to quit the hall, when the 
Page with a cry catches his handy and JUngs himself at 
hisfeet.) 
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Page, Oh, Moray, Moray ! Spurn me, spurn me not— 
Disdain not flight, were it but only this, 
To vindicate thy pure, thy noble name 
From the aspersions of triumphant foes : — 
Thou must not die — ^no, no, — thou shalt not die« 
I came to save — alone I go not hence, — 
This way, my Lord, implore ye, come this way, 

(TAe Page has started to his feet during tMs speech^ and 
struggles to drag Moray towards the door,) 
Almighty Heav'n ! The Castle is in flames ! 

Mor. Tod true, too true ! Boy, boy, detain me not, 
Moray will perish as a soldier should. 
Not unaveng'd, whilst hand and hilt be true I 
Away this instant if thy life be dear ! 

Page. Yet hear me; Moray— ^Moray — but a word — ' 
Share but my flight that thou may'st live to spurn 
The vile assassins who assail thee now — 
Oh, I adjure thee by these scalding tears,— 

Have pity, Moray, oh, have pity;, 

(The Page is on his knee wringing Moray^s hand,) 
Mor. Hence ! 

Sooner than stain mine honour by base flight, 
These blazing halls shall prove my funeral pyre* 

{The Page raises his cap and looks upwards solemnly,) 
Page, Then be it so—with thee I live or die ! 

(The long tresses escape confinement^ and Magdalene stands 
discovered* She hides her face in her hands, Moray 
appears to he lost in astonishment, goes to her, gazes in 
her face after withdramng her hands,) 
Mor, Astonishment I The Lady Magdalene? 
Mag, The wretched Magdalene. Despise her not — ■- 
Mor, Despise thee. Lady ? "Wonder fills my soul, — 
Could aught save love prompt such a sacrifice ? 

Mag, Contemn not love, as thou hast felt love's pow'r-^ 
Love that o'ermasters hate, revenge, and shame — 
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For tbee this sacrifice of maiden pride^ 
For thee of woman's modest diffidence,-^ 
Ally all were parted but to rescue the^ — 
Scorn not the means successful lore might thuxif 
The only means that hopeless truth could hit'^ 
It was my all, and if it fidl to save. 
Thy doom I shall, at least, participate, 

Mer. Oh, hopeless truth, sprung from most biq)le8s hate ! 

Hun, (without.) Forward, brave hearts! He shall not 
'scape us now ! 

Maff. Oh, gracious HeaVn. That, that is Huntly^a voic^ 
He speeds this way, and every hope is o'er s— - 
Moray I wish'd — ^I dreamt — I hop'd to save — 
I would have sav'd thee, yes, I would have sav'd-«- 
And must I see thee parish at my feet ? 

Mar. No, generous woman* Flight is still sfcure, 
And I may live to prove my gratitude 1 

Moff, Away, away, the blood hounds are at hand. 

[Exeunt Moray and Magdalene through a 9Hding prnmet. 
At this moment Huntly rnnd the Oordons rush in at the 
door ae the scene closes* 

SCENfi SECOND. 

Before tke gate of Moray's Castle. Eoter Dunbar ftom the CaaUe, his 

sword drawn and in armour. 

# 

Bun. It is my only h(^e to save a friend 
More dear than Damon to his Pythias, — ^ 
Moray, to thee, my life I dedicate : 
Yet shall I fall not wholly unaveng'd 
If thou escape the fatal consequence 
Of the rain Queen's most inauspicious love* 

(Moray* s vassals issue from the castle.) 
This way, brave fHends, we conquer or we die ! 
Follow your Lord, it is a Stuart calls t 
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(They shout ''a Stuart! a Stuart /" and are rwhing njf 
when they are encountered by the GordanSf who reply^^ 
" a Gordon / a Gordon ! The Stuarts are driven off 
leaving Dunbar mtrraunded^ Huntly enters from behind 
and stabs him, exelaimng)-^ 
Sun. Die» traitoir, die ! Gluny thou urt avengf d ! 
Dun, Dastard and yiUaiiiy basely hast thou slain 
The man upon whose face thou dar'dst not look. 
May Moray* s curse hang heavy o'er thy head. 
And with' ring palsies blast thy coward hand* 

(Dunbar falls and dies,) 
Hun, Undo the casque, and kt me glut my hate. 

(They open the vizor qfDunbat^s helmet.) 
What^s this? Dunbar! Hath Moray, then, escap'd? 
By hell ! I find him if he walks the earth ! 
Foe as thou wert, I honour thy brave truth : 
Remove the body to security 
*£iSl leisure serves to give it sepulture* 

(The body of Dunbar is borne off.) 

Ransack the castle— see that none escape, — 

A hundred crowns are his who gives me up, 

Dead or alive, my most detested Ibe ! 

Revenge I Revenge ! On ! Let your swords drink deep* 

[Exeunt into the castle^ 

5C1&NH THIRD. 

Shore of the l^>rth. A ledge of rocks* Moray's Ctstle sapposed to be 
seen in flames from the wing. Bater Moraji leading Magdalene i 
she dinga with terror to his arm, and looks anxiously behind. 

Mor. Thou bear'st th^ nobly « But a step or two, 
And then we gain the cave whereof I spoke. 

Moff. No, no-*^no pause. We must be near the skiff 
Which bore me safely to this fearfud spot*— 
The mariners I gave most heedfui chatge 
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To note my earnest signal of iretum— 

Oh, on then, on ! To pause may he to die ! 

(She drags Moray onwards. At this moment the Gordons 
utter a loud shout of triumph^ calling, "Down with 
them ! dotrni mth them /" which is answered by cries of 
" Mercy ! mercy /" from their opponents. Moray re- 
leases himself from her grasp.) 
Mor. Ha ! Hear'st thou that ? My faithful followers, 
1 were unworthy craren if I sought 
My own vile safety in ignohle flight. 
And left you thus to perish in my cause. 

(He is rushing off. Magdalene makes a hasty stride to* 
wards him, and almost shrieks)-^ 
Mag. Moray I 

Mor. I had forgot thee« gentle one-^ 

Such sights must answer my ingratitude — 
Quick, let me hear thee from this fatal spot. 

(Moray crosses her, and appears to look for some cavern. 
She remains in the centre of the stage. Huntly enters 
on the opposite side from Moray, to whose speech he 
instantly replies) — 
Hun. Perish false traitor ! 

Mag. Huntly I Hold I Forhearl 

(Huntly, as he speaks, waves his sword above his head — 
makes a pass at Moray, who stands defenceless. Mag" 
dalene rushes between them, and receives the thrust. 
Huntly spurns her aside, and attacks Moray. They 
fight. At this instant a flourish of trumpets is heard 
without, Moray disarms Huntly, whom he is about to 
transfix, when the Gordons rush on and pass their swords 
through his body. The Gordons are driven in by Logie^ 
Lindsay, and the Royal guards. Magdalene has fallen 
in the centre of the stage, and Moray now supports her 
in his arms, having dropt on one knee,) 
Log. My Lord of Huntly, you must answer this — 
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This murder was not in your King's command, 
"Who comes in person, trusting to the hope, 
T' atone a wrong not of his own device. 

Hun, His Grace I greatly fear me may prove late. 

Mor, Villain, look here ! Thine, thine the bloody act — 
A sister's Hfe's blood stains the felon sword 
That, coward like, assails but in the rear ! 

Hun, My sister, traitor ! — Magdalene ? It is ! 
Eternal Providence I What chance is here ? 
My own, sweet Magdalene ! In such strange guise ! 
Speak, if thou canst, to cheer my frantic soul ? 

(He kneels and takes her hand.) 

Mag, It boots not now. Scant time is mine to tell : — 
My hapless love — thy longings for revenge — 
Have reft thee of a sister, — ^her of life. 

Hun, Alas, alas ! How could I dream of this ! 
My hate of him, nought to my love of f A^e,— 
All, all for thy dear sake had been forgot. 

Mag, Unharm'd stood I, this gentleness were gone 
And vengeance unalloy'd possess thy soul, — 
My pardon and my pity both are thine ! 

Mor. Ill-fated maiden ! And thou diest for me ? 
For me whose heart ne'er dreamt of truth like thine : — 
Oh, fatal passion ! Like mine own accurst ! 
Our house's hate, and my unhappy love. 
Made me impassive to thy matchless charms ; — 
Had we but met, or ere my dazzled eyes 
Were stricken bUnd with gazing on the sun. 
Thou might' st have been ; Oh luckless destiny ! 
We all must bow us to the destiny 
We impotently stru^le to controul : 
But, now, to hold thee in my dying arms 
And count the life-drops welling from thy heart, 
Thy beauty hurried to an early tomb. 
And know that but for me thou might' st have been 
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The happy object of a happy lore, — 

It stirs th* expiring passions of my heart, 

Till pity's self in grateful lore is lost. 

(Moray looks on her tenderly. She eohs rapturously.) 
Mag. And I have liVd to hear snch words from thee ! 

This moment's bliss outweighs all sorrows past : 

I die for him, for whom alone I liv'd. 

My passing pillow his confiding breast, 

Pierc'd, Uke my own, by ruthless violence ; 

Nay, griere not, Huntly, thou art merciful. 

To lay me by the side I love so well, — 

I die content, for such a death is bliss. 

When weigh'd against a lengthen'd life of woe ! 

See, see, our blood unites in one fond stream. 

Oh may our spirits thus be blent in Heav'n ! 

Moray, dear Moray, earth is flitting fast,— 

(She looks in his face, unth passionate tenderness, ffe 
kisses her forehead.) 

That kiss recalls me from the gates of death,-^ 

It is the first — ^it is-^it is — the last!— 

My brain grows dizzy. — ^Yet ere long we meet 

Where mortal hatred ne'er can sunder more— 

My eyes are 'lustreless — I lose thee, now— 

All's dark,— dark, — dark ! — Oh let me hear thy v<MCe— 

Wilt thou not, Moray, — ^wilt— thou— oh ! 

(A convulsive shudder passes over her frame, her eyes he^ 
come fixed on Moray, to whose face she pradually raises 
herself, her hands unclasp from around his neck and she 
falls rigid across his atm, he lays her gently down and 
hangs nummfully over the body.) 
Hun, Sir Harry Lindsay, I am in yottr hands; — 

Hereafter I shall render my account. 

Meanwhile, I pray, that thou, in mercy, spare 

A sight a brother's eye may well avoid. 

E'en tho' himself the most accursed cause! 
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(JSuntly casts a look of bitter grief towards Magdalene^ 
clasps his hands upon his forehead^ and goes off" with 
guards. Flourish of trumpets, JSnter^ on the opposite 
side, the King, Queen, Margaret, and suit€,) 

Mor. Too late> too late, to save this noble heart. 
The fond effusion of its gen'rous blood. 

King, Hech ! By my sanlk this is a piteous sight. 
But, gin we Kve, it shall be dear aveng'd I 

Mor, He is her brother. She forgave the deed, 
And shall not I ? Yes ! I would have him Uve; 
Oh, there be punishments surpassing death. 
And such I hold is life to such as him 
Who knows him guilty of a crime Hke this. 

Mar, Oh> heavy doom ! Unhappy Magdalene ! 
And thou my most devoted, constant, friend, 
How can my tongue express the wretchedness 
Which from my heart finds issue at my eyes ? 

Mor, Weep not, dear Margaret, this chance is well. 
For I no longer am the obstacle 
To quell the happiness of thy true heart. 
My liege, I lov'd her as man never lov*d — 
She was ray Heav'n — ^my soul— my Kingdom^— all — 
The sum of Mortal bliss to Mortal heart ! 
Buti Sire, she never, never, could be mine : — 
She loves and she is lov'd most tenderly 
By this brave youth, mine own approved friend. 
The well tried servant of thy Royal house ; 
Living, for Her I quench' d my life's one hope — 
Dying. I'd know her happiness secure. 
Join with me Madam« in the fond request. 
And be this lov'd one thy peculiar care ! (To the Queen,) 

Queen. My noble Moray, thou shalt be obey'd — 
Our love my countrywoman still hath claim' d, — 
It shall be dearer in thy mem'ry ! 

Mor. What says the King? Accords he Moray's pray'r? 

I 
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Kin£t. We do, we do. It shfill be aw fblfill'd. 
They shall be happy if we hae the pow^r. 

Mor, My last desire is granted. Margaret ! 
Beloved Margaret ! This hapless passion 
O'ermasters nature's last expiring throes ! 
Come near me, Logie — ^Thou wilt be to her. 
All that adoring Moray sigh'd to be; — 
Her friend, protector, lover, worshipper? 
Joy of her gay, and solace of her sad — 
If heart so pure a sad hour e'er must know — 
All this thou'lt be, and more than I may speak? 
I know thou wilt, for she was bom, indeed. 
To be the Kght and joy of every eye ! 

(Moray takes Margarefs handy presses it against his heart, 

hisses ity and places it in Logie* s,) 
HeaVn smile approval of my closing act ! 

(Moray produces the tress of Margaret* s hair, which he 

shows to Logic.) 
This must with me into the sepulchre ! 

(Kisses aad replaces it in his bosom. Logic bows in 

acquiescence.) 
*Tis well ! The heart's pulsations grow more faint — 
Life's troubled fever quickly will be o'er. 
And Moray but a record of the past. 

(He casts a sorrow/ul look at Magdalene,) 
Thou sad memorial of unhappy love. 
Soon shall our spirits roam thro' viewless space, 
Tho' our dull bodies press one welcome tomb I 
My last thought, Marg'ret, doth cling to thee. 
My ashes mix with gentle Magdalene' s^- 
If ye shall e'er regard our memories. 
Be it, oh, Margaret ! 

(Moray staggers and expires by the side of Magdalene.) 

FINIS, f— 7*f) 
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ROMANS. 

Marcus Attilius Regulus. 

Cnbius Seryiliijs. 

Lucius Manlius. 

Sempronius. 

Marcus, 1 ^ ^^ 

Arr us. [Sons of Regulus 

Marcia, his Wife. 
Claudia, his Sister. 
Officers, Soldiers, Senators, Citizens, &c. &c. 

CARTHAGINIANS. 
Adherbal. 
Hamilcar. 
Hanno. 
Mago. 

HiMILCO. 
BOSTAR. 

Carthalo. 
Master of a Galley. 
Xanthippus, the Spartan. 
Latro, a Pirate. 

Officers, Soldiers, Senators, Citizens, Sailors, Pirates, &c. &c. 
Scene: — 1st, 2nd, 5th, and part of 4th Act, in Carthage; 
part of 4th at Sea, and 3rd in Rome. 

Note. — ^Tlie first Scene of this Tragedy was composed in the wilds of 
Tasmania — the second and third amid the mountain glens of Con- 
naught — ^the remainder at London, in the spring of 1838. It was 
then submitted to the gifted, very competent, and friendly censor- 
ship of Mr. Serjeant Talfourd and Mr. T. J. Serle. These gentlemen 
quite coincided in the Author's previously expressed opinion, that 
however fitted for the language of Dramatic roetry, tiie story of 
Reoulus is ill adapted for stage representation, carrying, like 
Cato, and most classic plays, a heavy weight along. As if to illus- 
trate, the correctness of this judgment four otiier BeffuU were 
offered to Covent Garden Theatre that year, not one of which was 
represented. Mr. Jones, a Barrister of the Temple, published his.-— 
Saving community of title, and the scene with the Roman senate, 
there is no point of semblance between Mr. Jones's Tragedy and 
the present. 
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ACT FIRST. SCENE FIRSt. 

Street in Cartilage. Loud shouting as the Curtain rises. A body 

of Citizens pass tumultuously across the Stage, followed by 
Maoo and Adhbrbal. 

Moffo. Whither so fast, ye knaves? ' Whither so fast? 

1st. Cit, To the walls— to the walls ! 

Maffo. To the walls ? 

Ist. Cit. Ay, — 

To see Xanthippus flay these Roman wolves. 

Mago, More probable become the Romans' prey 2 
By Jove, methinks your voices^ were as loud. 
As gay, as jocund, were the Roman bands 
Sacking the city, so ye had but leave. 
E'en at such cost, to make it holiday. 
Away, I but detain you from your sports — 

\st, Cit. Nay, rail not, Mago, times are mended now. 
And thou shalt view our Carthage triumph still ; 
But come, th^ masters, we shall be too late. 

\Tlxennt Citizens shouting, 

Mago, Alas, poor Carthage, and be these thy sons. 
Who pour their rabble forth as to a show. 
To mark their native city bite the dust — 
Her glories blighted, and her spirit quenched. 
By the resistless arms of Regulus, 
Who with his Roman hounds doth herd our troops 
Like timid deer in his unchecked career ! 
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Adher. Tet deer^ good Mago^ sometimes torn to bay, 
And^ in despair^ tV impetaons hunters gore : 
Fear not, brave heart, but courage will arise 
To animate our soldiers* drooping souls. 
Whose future deeds of daring yet may teach 
These haughty Romans we are not subdu'd. 

Mago, Hop'st thou for miracles ? — ^Did'st never note. 
When nations are by foul defeat pursued. 
The tide of victory is rarely stemmed. 
But by subjection of the weaker poVr ? 

Jdher, Still such I hope our Carthage may escape. 
Thousands of ardent spirits are on fire> 
Burning impatient of the fateful hour. 
Which crowns her with a fresh triumphant wreath. 
Or gives another to her enemy. 

Mago, And, Adherbal, it is as surely theirs 
As were't already circling their proud crests ; 
Of no avail our courage, constancy. 
Whilst jealous hate and private enmity 
Disturb the councils of our generals. 
Who in contesting, each his proper fame 
Bring ruin on the nation and themselves. 

Adher. That evil is already remedied 
And Hanno and Hamilcar both deposed. 
The senate have released them of command. 
Wisely conferring it upon Xanthippus, 
The very flower of Sparta's warriors — 
A leader of much moderation. One 
Used to war and conquest from his youth. 
In council wary, firm and prompt in act. 
His discipUne doth far outspeak my praise 
For our raw levies in his able hands, 
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Assume the stately port of veterans 
Confiding in their own and leader's skill 
To guide them on to certain yietorj^ 

M<tgo, That Hanno and Hamilcar are deposed 
None can rejoice more truly than myself. 
Long have they held the place of hetter men, 
Making the camp a private 'vantage field. 
That this Xanthippus quickly will correct 
I nothing question. Still is there much to dread 
His predecessors ne'er will hrook his rise. 
The purchase of their own deep mark'd disgrace ; 
'Twill rouse revenge, a circumstance, I fear. 
To mar the good the Spartan else might do. 

Adher. Our soldiers' hearts are in the Spartans' hands, 
"With him they feel assured of conquering 
And raising up the prostrate City's might. 

Mago, Such words sound well, yet more I would rejoice 
To view the deeds you thus anticipate. 

Adher, Douht not hut that you view them ere 'tis long, 
For soldiers hy a conquering soldier led. 
Will feel resistless valour nerve their arm 
And fires unwonted glow within their souls* 

Mojgo. Thy gallant speech proclaims a gallant heart, 
Oh, were each breast thus true to liberty 
Quickly would Carthage re-assert her rightd. 

{Jjcmd shouting without. A, body of Citizens hurry on,) 

Mago. How now, my masters, wherefore cheer ye thus ? 

2nd. Cit. In joyful hope of swift deliverance : ^ 
The Greek is in the field, and our brave troops 
Have vowed the downfall of the enemy — 
Haste to the walls ye who would see the fight. 

Adher. Sach fond enthusiasm augurs well — 
Come, shall we mark the field we may not share? 
I know, like me, thou'dst rather join the strife 
Than look upon it at a coward distance ; 

K 
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Obedience ever the true soldier's due — ' 
For, if denied the honour of to-day 
To-morrow's sun may gild the path of £ime» 

Mago. Haye with yoa wiQingly» for I peroeiTe 
Two enyious trait-ors bend their hither steps : 
*Tis best their shame that they discuss alone ; 
On to the walls and may th' immortal Grods 
Propitious smile on hapless Carthage now. 
And freedom be each patriot's bright reward. 

[Exeunt Mago and Adherbal. The mob are about to 
/bliow, but took rounds turriy and etop^ 

2nd. Cit. Here be our friends — the people's dearest friends 
Let us, my mastera, fitting welcome pay. 

(Hamilcar and Hanno enter. The mob look andpaae 
in front of them vnth great ecom and contempt, and 
exeunt^ 

Ham. Death and destruction^ Hanno» mirk'd yov thai? 
The villain rabble frown us into scorn. 
As tho' we were the greasy nacals' sbree. 
And not their arbiters of destiny. 

Han. We must expect no other. Stript of power 
We are no longer demi-gods^ but itteB> 
And they who late, in adoration, bow^c^ 
Will, like the ass, the dying licm spurn. 

Ham. Oh! That 'tis makes me fed so bitteiiy 
The loss of greatoess and authority ; — 
That they whose eyes were ever Teilecl in eartl^ 
Else rais'd in woorsh^ as we passed along^ 
Should dare presume thus bandy saucy looks^ 
And we debarred the power of pumshment. 

Han. Calm tMne inipatience.--*We ore not dte first 
Who've felt the whirl of Fortune's varying wheel ; 
Altho' at present at its lowest round, 
Tet 'midst its never ceasing reralatkNis,, 
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We may again be mounted ^p on faigh« 
And teach these n^iana ear (radtode. 

Ham. I .drink the noble comfert of thj worda-*' 
Thou mk iM)t tane^ bead to einmmBtapce, 
Mor see the lamed that shoold grace thj brow 
Adorn the mercenary's wretched crest* 

Han. SooneTi promi Carthage^ I'd in ruins see ;> 
I prithee deem me not the aillj fool 
To own in any pet^ ^pot of «arth, 
A tie so firm, so indissoluble, 
For which all a^apraodiaeiiiafit Vi fortsgo :— ^ 
The end I live for is my own true £un^ 
In competition country must give j^aoe^ 
And sooner wovdd I see her bite the dust. 
Than owe one triumph to Xanthippus' sw<Mrd. 

Ham, I joy to find thy setitimeiits are miae^ 
And clip thee to me with n brother's grasp : — 
The palxiot madtnaif we laugh to scorn — 
Poor self-ddudk^ miserable tool — 
Victim to praise of wietdies such as these. 
Who one hour deify, and next destroy-^— 
Pah ! Why should man, in facuhy a God» 
Be knit to any paltry piece of earth. 
Because it first imparted vital air, 
A circumstance wherein he owned no voices 
Or if he did, 'tis possible' he might 
Have made election of a. fairer soil ; — 
To die i' the defence of native land. 
May read heroic on one's monument,^ 
But whilst an actor in life's busy scenes* 
Be profit mine, the after f»raise whate'er.- 

Han. Unite we then to crush this meddling Greek^^ 
In whose success dishonour rests on us, 
Whilst rank and station also are denied. 
Thanks to the gross venality of 
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Confederates we shall not lack to aid 

For gold binds sure, where friendship fails to fix^ 

And discontent augments our angry train. 

Ham. Our birth and rank still place us 'midst the firsts 
Who guide the nations* councfls. So far^ well ; — 
On bed of roses shalt thou never rest. 
But stiU, Xanthippus> shall thy best laid schemes 
Be met by jealousy, — suspicion, — hate : — 
If other means should' fail to drive thee hence^. 
I'll circumvent thine immortality. 

Han. My curses on the hated mercenaiy,— « 
Defeat by Begulus were bliss compared 
To the least vantage Carthage wins thro' him. 

(Loud ghoutinff wiihouti^ 
What mean these shouts f Can victory be his?— 
No, no; impossible : some passing chance- 
For which the herd low their laudations foith. 

(Shoutinff heard again.^ 
What ! shout again ? Oh, Pluto, rend your throats,, 
That when ye reach the hither bank of Styx 
Charon may never list 'the screech oiA note 
But suffer you to howl eternally. 

Ham. The villain mob comes on exultingty, 
Hie Roman, doubtless, hath received a check ; 
Bethink thee, Hanno, not the laurel ours — 
Gods, must it deck a wretched, venal, Greek ! 

Han. I have a thought engendering in my brain> 
Which, should it fail in higher consequence. 
May stay him in his mid career of fame. 
Perchance, eventually, retrieve our own : — 
Unbend the bitter frown upon thy brow. 
And bid thy heart its deadly hatred mask 
Till time and place permit an ample scope. 

Ham. It is no easy task thoti dost assign, -^-% 
My heart with indignation is on fire, 
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That thankless Carthage should this Spartan clothe 
With the proud honours we so long have worn ; — 
And then, ye Gods, to hear the wordless sneer 
Which, mocking, sits upon the unwashed lip> 
Of wretches horn to worship and adore ! 

Han. Console thee that the wind may change anon : 
For every grief we now, perforce, endure, 
Hereafler we may reckon bitterly^ 
Should pomp and station once again be ours. 

{Loud shouting without.'^ 

Xanthippus comes. Mark you the vile attempt 
To magnify a worthless war of posts 
Into a bastard mock heroic triumph f 
Our doughty champion, questionless elate. 
Will urge the Senate to pursue this war, — 
To tear these budding honours from his crest 
Be*t ours to pray them supplicate a peace. 

Ham. My noble Hanno, thou art friend, indeed^ — 
Henceforward we, in mind and heart, are one. 
My sword, thy call be ever prompt to hear, * 
Whilst thine leaps forth to vindicate my wrongs. 

Han. Our wrongs are mutual, and 'fore the Gods,. 
Of mutual vengeance here record the vow. 
On to the Senate House to prove its worth ; — 
Now, wily Greek, see that thou hold'st thine own. 
For fraud or force shall work thine overthrow : — 
Cheer thee, Hamilcar — smooth thy visage — come. [Exeunf^^ 

« 

SCENE SECOND. 

Senate House. HimikCo, CxBTHAiiO, Bostar, and otiicc- 
Senaton, in their robes of office. 

Him. Present the hero who hath saved the State) 
No tribute be withheld that can be paid 
To mark a rescu'd nation's gratitude.. 
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[An ojker yaet f^ tmd rHurm, p reo edi nff KiiiiLCAft» 
Hanno, Ma60» end AsHsaBAi^ 99ho take their eeate* 
After them XANTHmnrs and qffkere^ 
Welcome to us, to Carting and to all» 
Our hearts are eloquent, our voices weak,«« 
Read all that we would xaanlj strive to aaj 
In thine own hosom, which may pfnmdlj aweO, 
Thou saviour of our honour and our name ! 

Xan, To courtly phrase my tongue is little tun'd 
For more the soldier I than orator, — 
Tet such rude thanks a grateful heart may yields 
I do intreat your honours will accept. 

Him. They here are graven with thy services.. 

Xan. My services had been but poor indeed^ 
But for the valour of our soldiers. 
Who, bum*d, impetuously, to wipe away 
In Eoman blood the mem'ry of defeat — 
In vain the foe their fiery charge withstood^ 
With all the boasted firmness of their namcr 
Rank after rank fell fiist beneath our swords^ 
rrill backward driven, the bloody field was ourSk 

Him. We joy our Carthaginians shoVd such fire ; 
But therefore prize not less the skilful head 
That taught them how to cope with such a fo^ 
They but the springs,, the mighty mover thou, — 
At whose command Rome's magic spell is broke,. 
Proving she is not all invincible^. 
Nerving anew our downcast countrymen. 
Inspiring constancy to vanquish those. 
From whose appearance they but lately fled. 

Ham. Did Regulus oppose thee in the fight? 

Xan. To my misfortune, no. That able chief. 
From cause unknown, a}^)eared not in die field. 
Else had my vict'ry been without alloy. 

Ham. Or victory might chance have prov'd defeat ?— 
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JTan. Humph ! Thou judgest hy tBme ofwn experience? 
But much more difficult thy task than mine, — 
I'd hut the* common foe to cope withal, — 
Thou hadst a fiercer to sobdae«— *Thjself ! 

Ham. Audacious Gi«ek, dost them forget thee, ha ! 

Xan, Not so. Thou art the Carthaginian 
Who much heyond his skill to compass aim'd. 
But, heing taugh^ hy hitter consequence. 
How less than poor his mean ahility. 
Thus with the rancour of a tide mind 
Attempts to derogate another^ s fiune ; — 
I know thee, and unheeded pass thy taunt. 

Ham. Nohles of Carthage, — ^iriiat ! shall this he home? 
Is our estate, then, sunk so very low. 
That I who hold as honouniye rank 
As may pertain to any oitizeii. 
Must here he hearded in your oouneil halb 
By the foul-mouthed asperswns of this Gfareek, 
Who sells his own. and rascal foSoiweff^s swords 
To them that will the highest wages give. 

Him. Temper ishj spleen — ^tiboa err' si to cast Tile gtbes 
On him who hath redeem^ our nailivv land. 

Han. Beware, heware \ sahdue this petolanee^ 
'Tis suhtelty alone can aid us now — 
He, for the present, hath the dotazd's ear. 
In happier timea it may again be yoursi. 

(Aside ta Hamilcab. Thm alonut.) 
It is hut meet due honour dbonld he paid 
To our deUverer, whose gallaaitry, 
I aU unworthy am to eulogize :~ 
Much as I grieve a stranger should aoprire. 
The dear prized glory fortune givea the Gveek,. 
Still my regret havboura no jealousy. 
It only rouse» emulation, here*^ 
No 'vantage seek I save the pTd>tie w«al>— | ^ 
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If that I may not with Xanthippus rank 
r the perfection of the leader's skill, 
I yet can follow where he points the way. 
And prove amid the serried ranks of war. 
My falchion's edge as eager as his own. 

Ham, To none will I yield place in loyalty. 
Or fond devotion of my native land, 
'Twas that that nrg'd the guidance of her wars — 
'Twas that that won my nation's confidence, 
Who with one voice elected me to fill, 
A post to which I surely might aspire. 
And yet escape the stranger's commentary ; 
If unsuccessful, I am not the first, 
Who hath conflicted with an adverse fate 
And yet despair' d not of his country's cause; 
But let that pass, — ^we are successful now. 
And I would, in its wisdom, ask the State, 
What are the steps they deem it hest pursue ? 

Him. To you, Xanthippus, who conduct this war. 
We turn for answer to this category. 

Xan, Brief, mighty fathers, shall my answer be. 
And be your acts, I pray you, no less prompt : 
Bid Carthage rouse her every energy. 
And risk her all upon one single field. 
Entrust your City's safety to the Gods, 
Denude your walls — ^your warlike legions swell — 
Outnumber Home. The worst all boldly dare 
To sweep your rival from th'ensanguin*d plain. 
Let not the scale, propitiously inclined. 
Again descend unto your enemy. 
Speed your exulting legions to the field. 
Or e'er the Roman cow'd by foul defeat, 
Can nerve himself to stem the 'whelming tide. 

Adher, Thine arguments are noble as thyself. 
And find an echo in my eager breast. 
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Ma^o. Oh, may the Senate's voice approve their truth. 

Him. Will Hanno speak his judgment of this plan ? 

Han, I grieve with theirs that mine should not accord* 
The more as my impatient hosom heaves. 
With alLthe longing energy of hate. 
To pluck the laurels Rome too long has worn — 
Despite Xanthippus' well deserved repute, 
I fear me much the hour not yet arrived 
Of victory where Regulus commands. 
Granted the foe some trifle now deprest. 
Think you his many conquests all forgot 
And hanished hy one trivial defeat ? 
It is impossible, and will but serve 
Tincite them skin the galling sore anew. 
And gild afresh their little loss of fame. 

Xan. Or else that little loss make greater still ? 

Han, I do not say that so it cannot be, — 
But we, each hazard well should calculate;, 
Lest we on possible perdition rush--^ 
'Tis said brave lessons thou our troops hast taught. 
Yet are they raw compared with those of Rome ; 
This battle lost and Carthage 'fenceless left. 
Her doom were sealed and she most surely falls. 
Beyond the power of man to raise or save. — 
Such are my thoughts, and, being such, I say. 
Trust not to battle — supplicate a peace. 
The which we may with better grace demand. 
Whilst fortune smilear propitious on our arms. 

Him, Thou reason' st fairly. — Still I much incline 
The counsel of Xanthippus to prefer. 

Han, May the great Gods point us to truth and weal. 
But, yet, bethink — 

We war with those with whom war is a trade, 
A sport, a pastime, an inheritance ; — 
Rputed again 'twere but a battle losty 
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Whilst one reverse to us is ov^ihrow. 
With empty coffers and exhausted stores. 

Him. What says, Xanthippu^ doth this argnment 
Ahate the confidence of his bold purpose 7 

Xan. No> by the Qods, it but coi^rms it more. 
If Hanno's argnmeBts, indeed^ be sooth. 
They caU, with trumpet tongue^ for high resolve 
If Carthage be so cramped^ 9o tie^ so bound. 
Think ye unconscious of the fact, the foe ? — 
But one way's left to free her — ^'tis the sword — 
Which must be wielded so unflinchingly. 
That beaten Rome shall raDy not again. 
Or if she should, still with such humbled cres<^ 
That overtures of peace shall sound as sweet 
4^ noWy methinks, they would dtacordant prove. 

Him. How says Hamilcar ? He hath yet been mute. 

Ham. My voice is Hanno*i^ but my heart is his — 
Not unimpeadied my name as leader stands^ 
Therefore as humble follower I would prove 
By deeds against victorious Regiilu% 
How sore my noble colleague and myself 
In native Carthage^ cause have been aspers'd. 

Him. Thou dost not then incline thy voioe for war I 

Ham. No,.— eagqr as I am for that blest hour 
That shall evince my truth and constancy, 
I still a sacred trust should violate. 
Did I withhold my voioe to purchase peace-^ 
Ev'n if denied not worse our posture then. 
Since it must show the enem/s resolve 
Is the destruction of our ancient State, 
A dronmstanoe to make e'en cowards bold. 
But should we risk our all upon a die. 
And rashly lose the stake we venture for, 
pur name and nation sinks in endless night. 
Prolong not the debate, but learn at once 
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^is most augiist Assembl/s sentimeiita.'-^ 
fiow saj you, Fathers^ is it peace or war? 

Him, ly with our General, incline for war. 

Adher. Lose not the fav'ring moment by delay. 
It will bnt damp the ardour of onr troops. 
And yet not win the object we profess. 

Bos, Hamilcar hath my Toioe — ^it is for peace. 

Car, And mine — ^peaoe. 

Sewrs, Peace — peace ! 

Him, Peace be it then. May the proud Roman yield* 
And now, Hamilcar, since thy Toice prevails. 
We'd have thee hcdd thyself in readiness 
With the first blush th6 morrow's sky that pamts 
^o lead our deputation to the dimp 
Of Roman Regulus the terms to sue ; 
Meanwhile we'll act as tho' they were denied* 
Therefore Xanthippus see thy troops disposed 
As if upon a battle's certain eve. 

Xan, My legions shall be marshall'd for the fight, 
And if the enemy disdain to treat, 
Be his refusal signal to engage^ 

Ham, (aside) So then, I triumph. Thanks dear countrymeiH 
The fidlen Hamilcar is not friendless all. 
Look to it, Spartan, else ere it be long, 
I shake thee from the seat thou dars't usurp ; 
Hanno^ thy hand ! We never more are twain ! 
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ACT SECOND. SCENE FIRST, 

Tent of Regains. Rbgulus, Cnxiub Sbkyilius, and Roman Officeri 

in ConndL 

Reg, This day.oDce more, Cartbagey we battle give. 
Her fate or ours upon tbe issue hangs,—* 
Either of conquest we shall be alksured. 
Or she enjoy a second, prouder^ yaunt* 
Equals no longer can we both remain. 
Or Rome shall fall, or Carthage bite the dust« 
Leaving the seat of all her vaunted pow'r, 
A subject for posterity to question* 

Ser. Consul, the foe is in extremity-^ 
A stricken field, be certain, he will shun — 
Stone walls give shelter which his valour loves. 

Reg. Then must we beat their shelter 'bout their ears^ 
For I, to the Immortal Gods, have vow'd 
This haughty City's final overthrow^ 
Or else my corse a bloody trophy yield. 
Methinks that they will hardly shun the fight— 
The gallant Greek hath rous'd the cowards' souls> 
And recent success, over thee, Servilius, 
Will spirit them again to dare the field. 

(Trumpet iounds without.) 
What means that trumpet? Ha ! Doth Carthage quail. 
Or seeks she by some deep new framed device, 
T'avert the doom so long impending her? 

Enter a Roman Officer. 

Offi. Consul, a deputation of the foe, 
Led by Hamilcar, late their Admiral, 
Require an audience of the Generfd. 

Reg, Give them entrance. [Exit Officer* 

Romans ye are possess'd 
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With the determination of your Chief — 

And when the battle joins — ^for join it must, — 

I know I need not uige you to wipe out 

In Punic blood the solitary blot 

"Which dims the else cloudless glory you have won. 

On flood and field upon their braggart crests. 

Enter Hamilcar, Bostar, Carthalo, and Carthaginians^ 

preceded by Officer. 
Pardon, Hamilcar, our scant courtesy ; — 
Few words must needs where leisure badly serves. 
Say then, in brief, what Carthage would with Rome ? 

Ham, I come deputed by my nation's voice. 
Once more to sue for honourable peace. 

Reg. You know my terms. Unchanged they still remain^ 
Surrender unconditional I claim. 
Such grace according as the brave may give 
To those that pray the victor's clemency. 

Ham. Drive us not hence with such ill omened words^ 
Again to dare the field of doubtful strife ; 
*rhy laurels now which bloom so bright and fwr. 
May feel the blight of adverse destiny. 
If prudence in presumption be forgot. 
Might I presume to offer an advice. 

Reg. Wlio seeks the counsel of an enemy—* 
iTiine, doubtless, wholly void of interest ? 
Advice ! Oh| 'tis a cheap commodity. 
Not oft enriching him that doth accept. 
Nor reaping thanks for the rash profferer. 
It is a rascal world wherein we live. 
Where men each others acts, words, looks, nay, thought8> 
By their own most fallacious standard weigh. 
And dare decry, nay, offer, tJieir advice^ 
Where they themselves should crave the costless boon. 

Ham. Your patience. Consul, for a word or twain^ 
Whilst I impart the mission of our State ; — 
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^Fortune but lately frowned upon your arm^ 
^miling benignant on your enemy ; 
Think not I boast this petty 'vantage ground 
Were't not to show th'uncertainty of war. 
And prove thci crush' d may haply live to crush. 

Reg. If Carthage be sO well prepared to crush^ 
Why leads she not her warriors to field. 
Than to vain council send her orators ? 

Ham, Were such her state I had not now been her^ 
With baited breath aud supplicating speech^ 
To test the magnanimity of Rome, 
Or beg a peace which then she might command. 
Reflect, proud Roman, ere thou spurn us hence. 
The weak have sometimes trampled on the strongs 
As cowards, in despair, achieve the prize 
For which in vain true valour oft has striven t 
Thy fortunes now soar as supremely high. 
As those of Carthage are abased and sunk— ^ 
Fortune seems perched upon thy happy crestj 
But she hath aye a fickle gbddess proved. 
And may in wantonness embrace thy foe :— ^ 
No augmentation can thy greatness win, 
By the destruction of our hapless State^ 
Whilst moderation in success will pour 
A flood of deathless light around thy name. 

Reg, Precious the time. *Ti8 deeds, not words avail. 
Your senators have thb alternative^ 
Either to bend submissive to their fat^ 
Else, like brave men, to oveitsome or die. 

Ham, Whom the Gods doom, 'tis said they madd^ first-^ 
Thy lust of conquest lead thee to di^rac^ — 
Be this the latest of thy blood stained field«h-<- 
And may'st thou live to sue in abject state, 
"For terms more vile than those thou dost deny. 

Reg, Thy woman's weapon hopeless 'twere to match 
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My answer, Hamilcar, is in my sheath — 

Prove thj heart constant as thy tongue is prompt^ 

And if no second panic fill thy soul. 

Such as Ecnomus saw, and Carthage felt. 

Our falchion's edge may solve this argument : — 

Light victory on whomsoe'er she may— 

My deeds shall ne'er disgrace myself or Rome — 

See him heyond the confines of the camp ! 

[Exeunt Hamilcar, Carthaginians, ^c. 

Now;, fellow soldiers, on to meet the foe. 

Whose fell despair's t'achieve upon our crests 

^ triumph which their valour n^ver could. 

If words were needed to incite brave deeds, ' 

Your Consul's voice wotjld i^ot be idly mute. 

But this one word, then speed we to the field — 

Let mem'^ of a hundred .ictof fights. 

Nerve you in this the greatest and the last. 

Which makes proud Rome the Mistress of the world. 

Or rears anew the might of prosthite Car£hage. 

[Flourish of trumpets. Exeunt. 
SCENE SECOND. 

O  ■"■■ • ': 

Public Place in Carthage. Eater Maoo wonnded, followed by Citixenf. 

\st. at. How goes the fight ? 

Mdgo, Alas, I scarce can tell. 

Grievously wounded in the foremost charge, 
I was, perforce, compelled to quit the ranks. 
And hie me hence in quest of needM aid. 
Yet much I fear the Roman will prevail. 
None bide the shock where Regains commands, 
And all Xanthippus' efforts seem but vain. 
To stem the fbry of the hostile tide. 
Or animate our troops to beat it back. 
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Ist. at. The Gods compassioiiate our hapless stat^ 
And save us from remorseless Regulus. 
Hence, hence, good Mago, see thy wounds bound up. 

Mago. Great is their need. Farewell ! Tlie Gods defend you^ 

[Exit Magck 

2nd, at. Ha! Who comes here? A joyful messenger. 
If one may read his tidings in his eyes. 

Enter a Carthaginian Officer. 

News from the field ? Quickly or good or bad ? 

Offi. Brave when I left. Our elephants had broke. 
And, in disorder, thrown the Roman centre. 
On which Xanthippus, like a thunder cloud. 
With the reserve of Carthage fateful flew. 
Placing our triumph scarce beyond a doubt. 
But, stay me not, for I must to the Senate. 

[Exit Officer^ 
\9t. at^ We are not all abandoned of the Gods«- 
Noble Xanthippus, deathless be thy name ! 

{Ltmd shouting.) 
Enter another Officer. 

Offi, Carthage is victor. — ^Regulus is ta'en ! 

let. at. Regulus taken I Did we hear aright? 

Offi. Ay, fast and fettered to the chariot wheek 
Of brave Xanthippus who triumphant comes. 
Dragging the fangless serpent that so long 
Clasped our sad City in his venom'd folds — 
For which ere long be feels oux gratitude ; — - 
But way, there, way for our deliverers ! 

(An Ovation. — ^Xanthippus in his war chariot, attended 
hy his Spartan body guard — Regulus, Sertilius, 
Roman Officers fettered and following at the wheels-^ 
Hamilcae, Hanno, Bostar, Carthalo, Adherbai* 
and Carthaginian Officers, Soldiers, Citizens, with bam* 
uers, trophies, spoils, ^c« ^c, pass across the stage J 
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SCENE THIRD. 

The Senate Home. Himilco and Senators in their robes. Enter 
Hamilcar, Hanno, Xakthippus, and the remainder. 

Him. First to th'Immortals be all glory given, 
"Who in the moment of our direst need. 
Hare with triumphant laurels covered us. 
Their altars shall with costly incense blaze 
In gratitude of our deliverance. 
To thee, Xanthippus, as their instrument. 
We shall not fail in full acknowledgment^ 
But stamp thy merits in our proud acclaim. 
Thou'st taught how better far one able head. 
Than the brute efforts of ten thousand hands. 
To thee, Hamilcar, thanks are likewise due. 
For thine endeavours to obtain us peace. 
Indeed to all, for all have done their due. 
Be this a day of universal bliss. 
To-morrow we devote to State affairs. 

Xan, No, not to-morrow. Be they instant — ^now. 
Your pardon. Fathers, if I seem too bold, 
'Tis Carthage' interest that prompts my tongue : 
Ere victory had rendered peace secure. 
There were who loudly sought it should be sued. 
In whining tones of abject hopelessness; — 
"Why are they dumb when they may now command? 
Since no one speaks, myself would rouse the State, 
To the proud sense of her supremacy, — 
The Roman Senate long to conquest used, 
Must feel the blow they have as yet to learn, — 
Be it through lips in highest honour held. 
And which, till now, in triumph ever op'd. 

Jdher, I guess the messenger at whom thou aim'st,—- 
The vanquish'd of thy sword— 'tis B^;ulu8 ? 
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Xcm. Borne hath no wanior so renown'd as he. 
No citizen her people love so well : 
What may not Carthage hope from this proud chance — 
What grants net Rome to shidd th« Aivounle^ 
Who her dread name on land and sea hath spread. 
From the nusfortupea ^f 000 feU MYetifiT 

Ham. I understand not SpaitaB suhtleliMh— 
To a plain speech, plain answer I can give :-*- 
Mean you that we to Rome send Regolus ? 
If so, I pray, the object of such quest? 

Xan. A plain one — ^plain, Sir, as the speech thou loy*st- 
To purchase peace — ay, — ^peace upon such terms 
As none in Carthage but shall glory in. 

JTioMfi. As conqueror we now should follow war. 
Not lay down arms whei% fortune's s^iiles are gurs^ 

Xaum What miracle hath fiUecl the treasury^ 
For whose exhaustion thou didst lately 'plun? 
Or deem'st thou Rome so absolutely b^ke^ 
That she no longer can prov^ da9i(seroi]^s ? 
Fathers pf Qartb^ge^ it behoves your Stat^ 
That she have leisure tQ r^mt her atrengtht 
80 deep impi^ir'd by ^tru^les so ivi^Qi^t — 
The means you hold seciurely ifi. youi; gwp,, 
Rome never TfiU 4eny th.Q bogn you seel^ 
If she by that preserve her Re^ul^s, 
Persist \xy wftl^ hU ^^&. wiU ^Vf^ to ^ui|e 
A spirit of wild, v^fl^ie^c^ fcjr bi§ frfl- 

Him. Peace is the. ol^eQt u^iMP^t to my hear^ 
And thou deservest pf thcf S^m^ ^^^^^ 
Yoit wisely prejssdiig itf ijiepei^ily. 

Adher. I advocates i^a^^ppi^k' ip^ifteut, 
And that to Rome th^ l^iSIUM^^ straif^t be ^vX% 
To add hi« i^ojy^Q tq qi^f A^i^l^a^i^adoxsw 
Who differs in opiq^ let Imi ^[>^! 
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No on6 tepljr ? Left Results appt8r» 
To hnt the wishds of Ids omiqiieiDn^ 
Him. Hither Obnduet the tAp^e Gmml^ 

What If he shtmld ttfast ttxt embttsiy 7 

^am. An aifgfafleiit 6f tTdfidroai Utile dmibt^ 
When life and libefQf tte the de«r stakes. 
Fear not, your wishes ffiore thftfi httlf ate m^U 

Him, The Senate, Regulns, have called the6 hei^, 
T*inipart a project much thy wedl eonce^s. 
Carthage, in thee, hath ^nell'd her deadliest fbe, 
A foe insensible to her entreaties — 
Where once she sued, she now may use command'^ 
Bome's proud Dictator, must dictation bear. 

Reg. And could he not he Wete tmwotthy ttome! — 
What the Gods irffl, I shdl idl medc etidure-^ 
Tours is the ^mrtuiie, mhie the siifferanee. 

Him. The Seosts hsre no wisb fbr sofiMno^-^ 
Nay, will thy rank uhL Hlwrty restore 
So thou wilt aid them m ^^ idm tkey seek^ 

Beg. My rank — ^my llberty-^prt^' ycra, siy (ta ? 

Him. Then heei MS Wfll,ttid both agahiai^thmtf. 
The stat^ tad i^tkm whidi, hi Bom^ tboil faoM'st, 
Join'd to the ^ory ol diy Wafl^e mam^ 
Make thee a captive of mo lat&a worttai 
And by so much thou ai?l to nir a gam. 
In such piOffOitisii itf thy kss t9 Bomey 

Beg. Grant all this m-^^-mkemaiUf isnds thy sgpescdi I • 

J7tm. To this, that thov emM ia&tmxe a peftet. 
The which it is our putposs to ]^pose. 
And aid us further in the fair ^tchmgs 
Of the respective eapdttss ^ tbe wat. 
Well, doth our project thine i^ro^al m^? 
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Reg, Will you that I your terms to Rome propound ? 
Wish you that I should join your embassage ? [wretch 

Ham, (aside to Han,) Said I not so. — See how the caitiff 
Grasps at the meanest chance of worthless life ! 

Him. (to Reg,) Infer I right, thou wilt the guidance take? 

Ham. Eagor compliance it were sin to doubt. 
But how if Rome refuse the wish'd for peace — 
Think you our slave will ever more return ? 

Reg. Coward insulter, well thou know^st he will. 
I would thine eyes could scan mine honest heart ; 
Thoud'st read a passage might amend thine own. 
Senate of Carthage, I your office grasp, 
If yet your wishes to acceptance point — 
If Rome resolve the war to prosecute. 
Be sure I render me into your hands. 
And bear my slavery as best I may. 

Ham, If, weakly, we should trust thy promises. 
What pledge have we that they shall be redeemed ? 

Reg, To you I make no answer, for I know 
That honour dwells not in the coward's soul — 
But, to my conqueror, this valiant Greek, 
And you, most reverend Fathers, I reply. 
And pledge a Soman's pure unspotted faith. 

Ham, I love not Bome — ^not highly prize her faith. 

Reg. And yet if I mistake not, there are here. 
Some who can testify how sure its worth : 
I speak of Hanno, there, your Admiral, 
Who when he sought Rome's camp of peace to treat. 
Found it a safeguard of surpassing force 
'Gainst the retaliation that was sought. 
For treachery and cruelty displayed 
Upon our General, Cornelius Asina. 
Such faith was colleague Manlius and mine ; — 
But if the bond be insufficient now. 
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m tie myself by whatsoever oath 
Wherewith your Senate may be satisfied. 

Adker. Accept the gage, it is a noble one, 
And lacks no argument to give it weight. 
Tet for the silencing of little minds, 
I stake my faith to his for his return ; 
And should the Senate choose enrol my name. 
With those who guide this Roman embassy, 
AU means which can insure sweet peace I'll use. 
Being moved thereto not more by your desire. 
Than from an ardent longing to set free 
Our most magnanimous, illustrious foe. 

Beg. I cannot speak the thanks thy kindness claims — 
Yet are they here in living characters. 

(To Adherbal, placing his hand on his heart,) 

Him. No name in Carthage ranks more honourable 
Than doth thine own right trusty Adherbal, 
Nor know I one more fitted for this task. 
Whose equanimity of heart and head. 
Whose patient judgment, calm, yet firm resolve^ 
Can to a happier issue bring our suit ; I 

My voice is thine, and with it my 'commend. 
To all with whom that voice hath any weight, 
That thou ma/st be our chief Ambassador. 

Han, (aside to Ham.) Hast any motive to oppose his wish ? 

Ham, Would' st see the enemy that crush'd our hopes, 
Aided by those who on our fall did rise. 
Escape our vengeance when we deemed it sure ? 

Han, What cannot be averted must be borne. 
Spend not thy strength 'gainst a resistless tide. 
But patient wait and take it at the turn — 
E'en make a merit of necessity, 
And profiPer aid where opposition's vain — 
Seem firank, seem liberal, where thou canst not help, 



With some 'twill wear a look of boiie9t3r. 
And colour to our after pmpose give. 

Ham. Thou counsePst wdl — yet goes he not alone-*-* 
An oft tried friend must bear him oompan j— 
The trusty Bostar shall his oomate b^ 
Or we, at least,, make trial of our strength. 

Han. Most excellent. — ^A brare co-portnery — 
'Twill hold in check our misproud Adherbal. 

Ham. (aloud.) For no diyision do I wish to seek : 
Since embassage to Bome appears decreed, 
I only counsel fitting dignity. 
And pray the name of Bostar may be joined 
With his who hath made tender of his own« 
Both have my voice, I pray that both be sent. 
And that in this we prove unanimous-^ 
May the Gods smile propitioiia on our $nat^^ 
And hurl destruction on all busy kaores^ 
That prate of honour, faith, and liberty* (Jskh.J 

Him. We looked for thine opposal, Bttfttiloar, 
But since to meet our wish thou stepp'st so ikr, 
Not backward shall we be t'accede to Anne. 
Be Bostar and Adherbal Deputies f 
Roman, thy mission Carthage doth Kpptart-^ 
Haste to thy country .--^peed thine iniuence. 
In puidhase of an honourable peace. 

Reff. Wha* the Gods will must Regohn perform. 
My mediatign Rome shall ne'er despise^ 
For it shall stamp her honour and my own^ 
By render of the sacrifice I should* 

Ham. (to Han.) A most appalliiig saetifiee, foneo^ 
Bondage and chains for life and Sberty. 

Him. No more remains.. The Senate is dissdVd. 
With fitting speed ye sfaalf to Rome aiway. 
Think of our object and tlnne own estate 
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Trae service thou may'st to thy o^imtry yield* 
And stOl to Carthage equal duty pi^. 

Reg. The coarse pi^atived all mankind amit rm^ 
"What leeta i^mwe, be it or rough or smooth^ 
I humbly supplicate th'IiuziKH^tal Godsi 
That I its maay iuvolutiona Ubie^d, 
With the stem constancy a Boman abould* 
Te hold the solemn gage for Vky return. 
If Rone to yoiur entveatiee shoidd proTe dbaf ; 
That gage no Roman enp«r fofftJAeJt-^ 
That gage mH I redeovi rfUg^oudy. [Rome. 

Once more I tbauk thee (t^ Jdb^rh^l.} Nov» pr^pai» fer 

[JSkamt JimwvuB gimimMk SmiU^rs^ {v. 

BND OT »CON» ACT. 



ACT THIRD, SCENE FIBST. 

In fhe House of Rboulub, near Rome. MAmciA and Claudia at work. 

Clou. 'Tia strange we hi^e na tidings from the canqi. 

Mar. The adage tells ipa that no news is gopd,-^ * 
And, in good sooth, i da believe it» CSaiidia,^ 
For we learn evil with the li^^itwiig'^ ipi^ 
Whilst happiness is ever long drfmed :-^-^ - 
Oh, my sweet sister, would thj^ wajp weva Q*er; 
Sufficient gloiy hath my Reguhnsi^. 
And my heart pauj^ to see bm lose a^sw 
The warrior in the husband and the m^'-^r^ 
Ah, Claudia, how blissMl the exidwigf I 
As Rome's proud Consul,^ aU hir rs^^f^ 
Seem^ 94 'tweit ip bi» mfl^ p^raoQr plac'd,-^ 
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Let him but sink into the dtizen. 
Then, then, I clasp the lover to my heart 
As fond, as true as woman's soul can wish. 

Clou* How great the price thou pay'st for gloiy, then ;- 
If it such cruel transformation works, 
Oh may my husband ne'er wear Consul's robes 
But pass through life a simple citizen. 
Content with lore and lowly happiness. 

Mar, Sweet trifler ! Thou sa/st thou wots't not what : 
The duty that the Roman matron owes 
Alike unto her country, spouse, and self 
Thou scarcely dream' st of: — Ah, my Claudia! 
Sad — sad the thought to sunder every tie 
Of mutual bliss by trusting mortals wove ; — 
Bitter the maxims of my Regulus 
Of self-devotion for our native Some. 

Clou, The Gods defend we prove their bitterness, 
I fear my heart too selfishly inclined 
To stamp itself so much the patriot. 

Enter Marctjs running. 

Marc, Joy, joy, dear mo<iier, Regulus is come. 

Mar, My husband 7 

Enter Regulus, Attilius» and Adherbal. 

Reff. Is here, in thine embrace. 

Marcus,^ Attilius, sister, all, all well! 
Thanks to the Gods this is a joy, indeed ! 
And I do hold you to my heart once more ? 
It is a blessing that I scarce may speak 
My pulses throb so all tumultuously — 
But let me not in selfishness forget. 
The noble friend to whom this j<^ is due — 
Welcome this gallant Carthaginian, 
The generous Adherbal to whose truth 
Belongs the rapture of this interview. 

Mar. Thyself pronounce' t. The friends of Regains 
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Ever are welcome to his Marcia ;— 
My heart, dear husband, swells with joy so foil, 
I lack the words to speak its happiness, — 
Rude war is past, and thou wilt, henceforth, glad 
With thy lov'd presence thine own peacefol home. 

(Marcia throws herself upon his neck,) 

Reg, -* Mine own, inestimable, Marcia ! — 
Gods what a task must Regulus endure! . 
Oh nerve her with a noble constancy. 
And be the blow of half its poignance 'reft. (Aside.) 

Mar, Despite the rapture of thy fond embrace. 
There lurks an anxious spirit in thine eye 
That seems of some mishap the harbinger, — 
If grief there be wherefore my share deny ? 
Evil there is, — thine honest countenance 
Unused to palter or equivocate 
Proclaims the truth which vainly thou would' st hide: 
Give it thy Marda, doubt her firmness not. 

Reg, Alas, dear wife, — 

Mar. Oh, heart, I feel it now. 

My eager fears rush on the wretched truth, — 
Alone thou com'st, no pomp, no circumstance. 
No proud ovation following thy heels, — 
Speak, Consul, for my utterance is chok'd, — •' 
Thou art, — 

Beg, Consul no longer, but prisoner 

And bondsman of the Carthaginian. 

(Marcia throws herself into his arms.) 
Courage, dear Marcia. — ^Droop not my brave boys. 
Tour limbs are guiltless of the felon chain 

That binds your father's body, not his soul, 

For that, be sure, i» Roman to the last — 
Look up, dear Marcia, eager have I sped. 
And tho' I come not as a conqueror. 
The captive's name is pure and spotless still, 

N 
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Mar, And will be ever. Oh, my Regulus ! 
To hold thee safe is happiness enough> 
And former glory present loss obscures : — 
But Carthage renders thee thy liberty ? 

AdJier. Lady she doth» upon such easy terms 
That their acceptance cannot cause a doubt. 

Mar. Thou sa/st not this the woman's fears to kill? — 
Oh, blest the tongue that cheers the drooping heart» 
Adherbal's name in Marda's memoiy 
Shan ever with her Regulus be joined. 

Beg. Immortal Gods, avert the cruel blow. 
Or with your attributes her soul inspire^ 
When she shall learn her fatal destiny. (Jmde.) 

Ere State afiairs engross my anxious thoughts 
Some little space to loTe be dedicate — 
Claudia, my own, my gentle Claudifl» 
This noble youth will tell my sufferings 
And his kind share in their aUeTianoe shown— 
]V(y wife, my boys, — ^now, now, for happiness I 

(Reoulus 9tniffgle8 to subdue his emotions, and. gom eff 
exhibiting the confUct between his resolutkm and Utoefir 
his faimtg,) 

Clou, My brother o'er his aspect bean a dood 
Which I am skiUess, Sir, to understand, — 
Carthage, you say, will grant him liberty? 

Adher, Lady, she will : Fear not, ere long 'tis hi^ — 
A spirit, like thy brother's, ill can brook 
Such sad reverse as fortune o'er him casts ; 
Carthage io bursting her unwilling bonds» 
Hath twin'd them round the hands of Regulu&*— 
The wishes of our people are for peace 
And fair exchange lA mutual prisoners, — 
I, with thy brother, am deputed here 
To supplicate the Roman Senators,-^ 
And such the mighty name of Regulus^ 
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So great his value to the Roman State, 
And such the temperance of our demands 
That we already deem our object won. 

Clau, Then loss oi glorj is our only dread ? 

Adker. No more, belieye me^-* 

Clau. Am a warrioiTi'—- 

And, speak fame true, a most aecomplish'd one,*^ 
Dost deem that loss a blow irreparable t 

Adher, It is a sore one, doubtless, to a mind 
Of such aspiring mould as Regulus— ^ 
In the last fight, had he the victor been, 
Carthage had sunk never again to rise, 
And we who now Ambassadors appear, 
Had been the slaves of Afric's conqueror; 
Yet stands his name so proud pre-eminent, 
That 'mong the noblest and the most renowned 
It will descend to all posterity. 

Clau. Thou art, indeed, a generous enemy. 
And of the sorrowing soothing comforter : 
I bless the Gods for promised liberty; 
And much, dear Begulus, I do mistake. 
Or he a prouder, loftier name will win 
For constant bearing in adversity, 
And be for that esteemed most glorious 
When all the triumphs of his victor fields 
Survive alone in musty chronicles'-^ 
Accept, brave Sir, my meed of gratitud^-^ 
A sister^ s love for his mischance must grieve, 
However much defeat be qualified 
In acquisition of a friend like thee — 
Your pardon, Sir, a full heart's thanks are thine. 

(She bows to Adherbal and withdraws.) 

Adher. How beautiful she is — and, oh ! how kind I 
My ravish'd ear drank in her plaintive tones 
Which, like rich music, thrillingly O \ 
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Wak'd wild emotions in my lab'ring breast — 
Tender desires my throbbing pulses swell, 
Eye, ear, sense, soul — all, all, entranc'd she holds. 
And of love's witchery she makes me slare — 
I needed not such spur to speed the hour 
That free beholds the noble Regulus. 

Re-enter Regulus, M arcia, Claudia, Marcus, Attilius^ 
accamjpanied by Manlius, Sbmpronius, and Bostar. 

Man. Did'st dream one poor reverse could wipe away 
Memorial of triumphant services. 
Or deem'dst thou Rome of such ungrateful mind 
To turn against thee when misfortune lowers — 
Thou need'st but wish, and an ovation's thine. 

(Loud shouting heard without,) 
Hark I Mark you that ? The people in their love 
Already have prepared a prouder far. 
And since the walls to enter thou refus'st. 
The waUs send forth their grateful myriads. 

Reg, Rome's gratitude by me was questioned, never !*-< 
These generous shouts proclaim my vauntings true 
And Regulus still dear in Rome's regard — 
His future acts the past shaU emulate. 

Man, Their fond esteem truly to testify. 
The Senate wait to hear thine embassage, 
And ere they're spoken all desires forestall — 
No more delay, but let us join them straight — 
Nobles of Carthage, welcome are ye here. 

[Loud shouting. Exeunt. 

SCENE SECOND. 

A Public Place. Regulus, Marcia, Claudia, Marcus, Attilius, 
Manlius, Sbmpronius, Adherbal, and Bostar pass across the 
Stage, as towards the Campus Martlus. A large concourse of 
people throng around Regulus, shouting and showering flowers 
and garlands upon him, the spectacle evincing all the pageantry of 
a popular but un-military triumph. 
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SCENE THIRD. 

Campus Martius. Manlius, Sempronius, and Roman Senators in 
Council. Enter an Of&cet preceding Apbx&bai,, Bostar, and 
Rboulus. 

Man. We greet the embassy of mighty Carthage, 
Whose suit shall prompt consideration have ; 
Most noble Regulus the Senate mnse 
Wherefore thou did'st not seek the Capitol 
With thy sage counsel to enlighten us. 

R^. It is forbidden to the foreign slave 
Or stranger's hostile foot the gate to pass 
Of Rome's eternal city I 

Man. Gods ! What say'st ?— 

We. lack thine aid — Consul assume thy place. 

Sem. Wherefore this pause 7 See, here, thy proper seat. 

Reff. ManHus, dear friend, — ^no longer this may be — 
Time was that once I was thy proud compeer. 
The sharer of thy councils and renown. 
But fate hath plac'd a gulf between us now. 
Which to o'erleap would Beg'lus strive in vain. 
Thy fortunes scarce their cloudless zenith reach, * 

But mine are whelm'd in everlasting night ; 
Rome's chosen, honour'd Consul art thou still, 
But I the bond slave of the foreigner. 
By whose command I here present myself — 
Peace and exchange of prisoners to sue : 
That duty done I pray you give me leave, 
To hide for aye my shame and misery. 
(Regulus moves to go. Several Senators rise as if to speak,) 

Man. Thou art no slave, save in thy sickly thought^ 
But Rome's approved and honoured Senator, 
Assume the seat she hath elected thee. 
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22^. No seat, no place, no rank is longer niine» 
Worthless of all consideration I, — 
Let me be gone, nor more ofPend your eyes. 

Adher, This is a chance all calculation mars. 

Boa. Upon the part of Carthage, we demand. 
That thon in this august assembly bide, 
WhUes they of peace or war deHberate; — 
Romans, our presence, your proceedings stays, 
Of equal import both to Rome and we — 
We may be spared whiles you consider it. 

[Exeunt Bostar, Adhsrbal, him? CartluigiiMms. 

Man. The Senate, B^fulua, had goodly hope. 
That thou would' st to a just conclusion guide 
r the affair which claims their anxious care, 
Still tho' thou dost disdain thy fitting place, 
We yet intreat thee with thy private roice. 
And able judgment to assist us now. 

Beg, The body's slavery may infect the mind. 
And with base thoughts bright h<Hioui^s fount poUute ; 
If that I counsel aught may seem amiss, 
Beseech ye have remembrance of my lot^ 
And think the carcase not the spirit speaks* 

Man. Too truly proved thy soul's nobility, 
ToMoubt ignoble counsel fknn such lips. 

B£g. Then, mark me, Romans, I advise you, — war,— ' 
To Rome 'twill yield both profit and renown ; 
Of Carthage's distress, I, witness am, — 
'Tis nought but the impossibility 
Much longer to maintain a vigorous war 
That now compels her supplicate this peace, 
A peace the which the-more secure she deems 
In fancied interest Rome bears to Regulus, — 
To crush that hope, and lest my worthless self 
Might 'twixt Rome's honour or advantage come, 
I eager clutched their offered embassage. 
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To bid my countiy cast%ie from her thoughts. 
And with fresh ardour war to prosecute. 

Man, And yet, methinks, peace we may well accord. 
Ay, and on terms of much avail to Eome : 
The fatal battle where thou last did'st lead. 
Hath by Metellus fully been repaired 
By victory surpassing thy defeat. 

Reg. And would ye pause that they may breathe afresh« 
Or grant them terms which I, indignant, spum'd ? 

Sem*. Save but two cities, ours is Sicily, 
And our new fleet in terror sweeps the seas, — 
Our aUies we do goyem tranquilly, 
"Whilst they espouse our cause devotedly. 
Drain'd of her wealth, Carthage can ill depend 
Upon her distant, restless provinces. 

Reg, All potent aiguments t' enforce a war. 

Man, Our armies of one nation are composed. 
Soldiers united by the common bond 
Of mutual fidth and kindred f<^owship. 
Whilst those of Carthage are in chief made up 
Of strangers, whose whole sum of interest 
Is the amount of hire for which they serve ; 
Knowing these truths she will not dare reject 
Such terms as we in clemency accord. 

Reg. Your ears against all tei^s, I pray you dose, — 
Why spare the viper writhiag 'neath your h^ 7 
Fathers, 'gainst peace my voice is per^aoptory 
Nor think I Rome would wonted wisdom show 
By granting an exchange (^ prisoners ;— 
There are among the CaHhaginians* 
Nobles of rank she faokUf in hi|^ esteem, 
Toung, capabliB, and sudi as ere long may 
Prove able leaders of her faUJdess hordes. 
Me, by my miseries, am worthless quite, — 
Away at oaee th^i^ with the thought of changer 
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The common hard of captives in your poVr, 
Greatly exceeds th' amount that Carthage owns, 
And, after all, what could 70a hope from men 
Inur*d to foul deceit and slavery — 
Would they such service render to the State 
As those of fair and all untouch'd repute? 
No, rather would they, like the tim'rous deer. 
That from the wily hunters' toils have 'scap'd. 
Be anxious danger^ s first approach to fly. 

Man. Words cannot speak, how deep, how sad, how true. 
My admiration of a constancy 
So utterly regardless of thyself. 
I do not raise my solitary voice 
When I proclaim Rome estimates thee far 
Beyond the amount of every gain or loss 
She has sustained in this long arduous war. 
Deeming thy Kherty a pearl of price, 
But cheaply purchas'd hy this sought for peace. 

Reff. My swelling heart responds Rome's gratitude 
But ne'er can it consent she should forego 
The 'vantage ground she hath so well achiev'd. 
To save from bondage one so valueless. 
And, therefore. Conscript Fathers, it is fit, 
Lest Rome should be forgotten in my fate, 
I needs must prove I once was Roman too. 

Setn. This fond devotion to thy native Rom^ 
Demands of Rome an equal sacrifice ; — 
Her Senators may easily deny this peace. 
Nor e'en accord exchange of prisoners. 
And yet thy welfare be uncompromised : 
Our priests and augurs have held conference. 
And both declare thy oath to Carthage pledg'd, 
Being extorted, pow'rless, of none avail. 
Arid therefore, — 

Reff. Sempronius, hold. Let me not feel 



i 
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fiow much mistfoitune may debase a wretch :--' 
"What, would you quench in lasting ignominy 
The bitter dfegs of life that yet remain 7 
No, Conscript Fathers, that shdll nerer be^ 
Tho' death and torture waited my. return ; 
And what is death Contrasted with the sham(5 
Of a vile action or a guilty mind ! 
Suffiei^t of the Roman spirit's left, 
To keep my honour from a blot so foul. 
And hold the faith in which my masters trost^ 

Mdn. Oh, godlike Regnlus, my quiyering lip 
Can ill avouch the ffeelings of my ^ul,— 
Brother in arms ! Ever the first to point 
My sword to victory, my path to fame ! 
And here thou stand'st, a self devoted msn^ 
The proudest^ the most glorious record far, 
Of noble constancy and virtuous truth ! 
Since Rome thy freedom may not seek to win^ 
Ho^ she doth hold thee shall be dearly proVdi 
In prosecution of thy <$ounsAM. war. 
if in aught else her love may yet be skewi^ 
Breathe but the wish, be satisfied ^i^Mdaae* 

Beff4 Accept my thanks. I will Jiot long d^taiif 

The Conscript Fathers with my private griefs, 

Yet there is something I| of Rome, would ask :-^ 

During my conduct of this Punic war. 

Mine own affidrs have sunk into decay ; 

The husbandman with whom I left in charge 

My seven paternal acres' culture, did 

Wrong to my trust, not simply by neglect. 

But by the pillage of my Uttle store ; — 

When I am gone that little is the all 

Remaining for my family's support ; 

BeHeve I name not this in bitterness. 

For none more glories in my simple age^ 

o 
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Where merit only can ensure reward^ 

And poyertj precludes not honourable trust : — 

Buty to return : — ^I would entreat the State 

To be the guardians of mj £^mify. 

My boys as yet are still too young fat toil^ 

And Marda, howe'er she may endure. 

Will lack the Senate's favour and support. 

Man, It shall be hers. Nothing that Rcmie caCn grant 
Shall be to Marda or her sons denied. 
Mine own peculiar proyince still shall be. 
To watch thy dear ones with a father's zeal. 

Eeff, It is enough. Each anxious hope's relieyed^ 
And the fond puipose of my hither quest. 
Assured me by a gen'rous nation's love — 
Still yictor, ManUusy prove thine own good sword^ 
For me the latest of my fididft ia fought^ 
And destiny I hasten to fulfil ! 

Man, The Gods be with thee, noble B^;ulufl^ 
I know thou fidter'st not in thy resolves^ — 
Buty yet, remember, should thy purpose change. 
Far welcomer to stay than thus depart. 

Reff. 1 rest but till the Senate be prepared 
With answer fitting for our embassy. 
And then my pledge to Carthage I rede^n. 
Once more, farewell ! — ^In Rome and the great Goda 
My wife and children's safety are assui^ed ! 

[Bows to the Senate, Exeunt* 
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SCENE FOURTH. 

Pu1>Uc Place. Adhb&bal, Cjlaudia, Mabcia, Mabcus, and Attilxub 
watching. The people filling up the back ground and erindng anxiety. 

Clou. Deny his place ! Refuse to urge the theme 
Whereon alone his liberty depends T 

Adher. Not greater than mine own thy just surprise ; 
The motiye questionless most honourable^ — 
And yet I fear with deadly peril fraught. 
When some in Carthage shall the issue learn. (Amde.) 

Suppress emotion till the end be known. 
Vex not his wife too much already worn. 

(They tmnene rnpart.) 

Mare. Will this deliberation never end ? 
How torturing thy pangs' expectancy, — 
My heart, like some fine instrument is wound 
To tensure so extreme, unnatural. 
That unexpected relaxation might 
In ruins dash the strange complex machine. 
Grods ! 'tis impossible, they waver not 
'Tween the advantage of an idle war, * 
And the proud gain of freeing Regulus ! 
No, no, — ^his ardency in Rome's proud cause 
Will render Rome his guardian angel now. 
Great Jove, I thank thee ! He, at last, is here. 

Enter Regtjlvb, Manlius, and Sbmpronix7S. 
Marcia throws herself into hie embrace. 

Thine eyes, thine eyes. Let me look in thine eyes, 

For they will seal my every hope or fear. 

Peace, peace or war, which, which doth Rome decree ? 
Beff. Rome hearkens to my voice and follows war I 
Marc. Well, well — she grants exchange of prisoners ? 
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J^, There, too, she listens, and she doth refuse ! 

MarCf At least she hath asso/d thy tiberty ? 
How ! Silent all ? What terrors shake my soul ! 
Bpeak, husband, speak— at once declare the worst ! 

Beg, Then calm thee, Marda, and with Bom^n heart 
Endure thy lot with Aoman constancy-r- 
Bome's honour but admits of one stem course. 
And mine, dear wif^ to Carthage renders me. 

Marc. Immortal Gods I No, no, I do but dream-!^ 
No longer to possess a husband's loy^ 
My boys no longer know a father's carcW 

(Embracing ihefn.J 
What ! Roman Senators, stand you all dumb T 
How ! Men of Rome, is Regulus forgot? 
Are all the glories, triumphs, Tifstories, 
Wherewith so often he hath laurelled you. 
Obliterated by one solitary loss ? 
If faith you have or generosity, 
Arise, and be yoi|r voice in thunder heardi 
l^or let your Hero fall your sacrifioe. 

Mob^ Long, long live Regolds !— To Rom^ to Rome ! 

Mare, Thanks, tbfluks for that I Uear'st th<m just Rome 
will save 
The warrior who a hundred times hath led 
Her deathless eagles on to victory ! 

Refff And if she should, would' st love the peijur'd mai^ 
Who, some degraded years or months to breathe^ 
Would stamp with quenchless infamy a name 
Which noble spirits long may learn to prise? 
Arouse thee, Marcia, fie, conceal those tears, 
Alike unworthy of thyself and me. 

Mare, No, husband, no, — ^unworthy are they not-;— 
It never oaii dishonour thee to break 
An oath extorted from a prisoner ! 

Ji^, Jove I Can such counsel come from Marda' s lip ? 
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Mare, Hast thou not railed at Punic treacbeTy, 
And yet, with faith less would'st teath high faith keep ? 

Beff. And wonld'st my pure nan^e sink beneath their own ? 

Mare. I hear thee not. I nothing, nothing see, 
But thj captivity and our sad sufferance. 

Mob. He shall not go ! — He shall with us to Rome I 

Reg. My loving countrymen, accept my thanks^ 
But reputation must not thus be lost. 
Listen attentive to a few brief truths ; 
Touch' d by the present freshness of my woes. 
You now are melted by their poignancy. 
But grief and sympathy last not for aye, — 
The passion cooled, I may outlive your love, 
Might live, indeed, to hear my very stay 
Reviled the most by those the most that mourn. 
Nay, Bome itself, so grateful to me now. 
Might learn to spurn the perjur*d citizen — 
Taunting him as a vile perfidious slave. 
Who set at nought his own recorded oath ! 

Mare, Unhappy Mareia ! Oh, my heart will break ! 

Reff. What mortal knows the load the heart con beari 
And still accumulating ills sustain ? 
The blow imstricken that existence thrisata, 
Or reason a benighted wreck to leave. 
May not alone o'ermastered pass away, 
But prove the prelude of a train so long. 
That retrospection in amazement lost^ 
May scarce the overpowering sum believe. 

Mare. Yet this rude blow imless thyself decree, 
The miserable Mareia may escape. 

Eeff. Whom canst thou name who all unharmed 'scape? 
Ah, Mareia, in this weary world of ours, 
Our hopes, like autumn leaves, wax sere and slight, 
gtript of their verdure one b^ one decayiv ^^ 
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Nor longer gladden the sad scathed tnink 

O'er whidi their tendrils life's joong glories shed. 

Mare, Of such scaih'd trunk too sad a type thy wife. 

Beg. I dare not pause nor hasely hesitate^ 
Because the stru^le reaches more than lifc^ 
Honour admits of no alternative^ — 
Thou would'st not hare mine honourable name 
Perish in mean, disgrac'd obscurity ? 

Mare. Where I may not contend, I must submit : 
Yet I, with thee, to Carthage hold my course, 
Whiles thou dost hve I have a duty too^ 
Shall be performed all firm and fearlessly ; — 
Gainsay me not. My courage doubt no more. 
The rebel blood that threatened mastery 
Is now subdu'd and humbled to my will. 

Beg. Marda, dear wife, I prithee urge not this, 
A man unshakenly may conquer fate. 
But woman's tears will make him woman, too. 

Mare. Thou shalt behold none. Not a single drop 
Shall well from out the fountain of mine eyes : 
Thou would' st not sure deny my faithful love. 
The solace to be with thee to the last? 

Beg. This is a tenderness I scarce might wish, 
Tet how can I resist the fond desire ;-r- 
My loving wife, e'en be it as thou wilt, — 
But who protects our tender offspring here ? 

Mare. The Gods ! The nation thou so worshippest. 

Mar. Oh, my dear father, fear thou not for US| — 
If that I ever live to be a man 
I will thy bondage 'venge most gloriously. 

Beg. Marcus ! my son, — ^my own, — ^my own brave boys. 
Attend whiles, brief, I point the only way 
Whereby life may be rendered glorious 
And death become an honourable end : . 
Nett to the Gods, your chiefest duty is, 
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Your native Rome to love and reverence; 

^advance her fortanes, or uphold her fame. 

All ties of love or kindred, self regard. 

Must in the balance weigh as worthless dross-— 

Tou are but atoms of the commonwealth. 

So to be order'd as her need requires : 

Be Rome your idol, — earliest, latest thought,. 

For her you live, and, heed my parting words^ 

For her and hers, without one sigh, you die ; 

Her glory in your souls claim mastery, — 

With her your beings be identified. 

And you, with her, in after times, may Uve, 

Perchance in lands as yet to us unknown : — 

This hope doth yield foretaste of deathless fame — 

This strings my" nerves with iron constan(r|r. 

And arms me Carthage' malice to despise, 

Romans once more receive my gratitude, — 

And, Marcia, now to fit thee for thy taskr 

[Regulus takes the hand o/Makcijl and Marcus — she 

that of Attilius, and they go off foUowed hy the 

anxwus looks of the people, 

XNV OF THIRD ACT. 



ACT FOURTH. SCENE FIRST. 

In a Galley at Sea* Ma«tsr, Sailo&s, Riovlvs, Adhbbbax., BostASV 

Marcia, and Claudia on deck« 

Mast. In vain we strive. Our captujre is assured, 
In every point he hath the speed of us, — 
Nor oar nor sail can aught avail our flight. 

Marc* The worst is but exchange of slavery,. 
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And better far endure the pirate's pow'r. 
Than bondage of the Carthaginian. 

Reg. My Marda ! Is this thy promiaed faith f 

Adker, Master, throw out the token, we submit, 
We may not by our needless obstiaaey. 
Hazard the safety of these gentle ones. 

Mast. "Tis well, we are already in their gripe. 

(A ff alley rune alongeide, /ram on hoard of wkieh tpring 
Latro andpiraiee,) 

Itat, Death to the hounds of Carthage. Quick, my lads. 
Ton know your duty. Let them feel your might, — 
Ton did not wisely. Sirs, so slightly arm'd 
To brave the seas where Latro spreads his sail, — 
But, quick, your freight — ^your vojttge 'purport — quick I 

Mast. No ship of traffic we, nor e'en of war. 
But peaceful galley back retum'd from Rome, 
With missives to the Carthaginian State. 

Lat. The Carthaginian State ! Ha» ha, ha ! 
The Carthaginian nest of mufderers, — 
Which Rome, ere long, I trust, will extiipate — • 
A work wherein I labour lovingly. 
And perseveringly, ay, even to death, — 
What knavish errand sped your bark to Rome f 

Adher, Peace and exchange of prisoners to beg. 

Lot. True, beaten hounds, still lick their master's feet^-^ 
Grants Rome your pra/r ? 

Adher, She doth not^ 

Lat. Sk& is wise--« 

Twere a poor policy to let you wind, 
TrSi, with recovered breath you baited her.^ 

Adher. Yet this would Rome have granted, had she nof 
Been swa/d 1^ one now here our prisoner. 

Lat, Tour prisoner ! Ha, ha! Comrades, mark you thall 
Your prisoner, slave I Thou iiests^-^thou and he 
And these, and all are miner But, doubt me not^ 
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You shall have justice, — ^pirate justice,— mark — 
You aud your emhassy shaU ply the oar. 
Whilst, to approve how much I honour Rome, 
He shall he free as the unfettered winds. 

Mare. Grods ! Do I hear ? Speak, speak that word again* 

Lat. Free, lady, free, as Latro's poVr can make. 

Marc. The Gods for ever hless thee. Oh ! the joy ! 
Freedom's thy gift and honour undefiled. 
The slave of Carthage owns another lord. 
Who renders him his name and hirthright up. 
Cancels the hond of shame and ignom'ny, — 
To t^e poor orphan safe restores the sire— 
A hrother to the sorrowing sister yields. 
And to the wife — ^ye Gods ! — ^how great the hoon ! 
To Eome scarce less, gives hack her Regulus ! 

Lat. What sa/st thou, lady — ^Begulus ! Great Jove-— 
The mighty Regulus, Rome's hravest chief, — 
The conqueror and scourge of AfHca-^ 
The terror of the faithless Punic race — 
The first in Rome — ^the pride of Italy ! 
He, he I the captive of a pirate's sword ! 
It cannot he ! Fortune could- ne'er desert 
One who deserves so nohly at her hands. 
Let me hehold and my poor homage pay^ 
Unto a hero Grodlike as renown'd ! 
I need not ask you which, my heart informs 
And points to him to whom my knee is due* 

(Kneels to Rdgxtltts.) 
Forgive the holdness that presum'd to stay 
The progress of Rome's proudest warrior, — ^ 
I thought to deal hut with her enemy. 
And litde dreamt my aU-surpassing hlisd 
A prize so priceless firom base hands to snatch, 
And with her brightest glory Rome re-gild. 

B^. Equal the thanks of Rome and Regulusi 
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Bat both still be^^an. Prithee, grant their soit^ 
Which is that you do render liberty 
Not more to me and mine, than onto thos^ 
With whom the destinies have link'd my hfoae : 
If Bome thou lov'st, or seek'st to honour me. 
Thou wilt not scruple to aoeord my wish. 

Lat, Or ere 'twas uttered, all thy wbh was thine. 

Reff. 'Tis well ! We may proceed upon our course? 

Lat. I pray it lead thee far from skyeiy — 
My bark and mine, and all I own are thine, 
Giye but command and Latro doth obey 4 

Mare, A stem composure settles o'er thy mien, — 
A calmness glances from thy changeless eye, — 
They fill my soul with terrible surmise. 
They half reveal the truth I dread to ask, — 
Thou wilt not go— « 

Reff. To Carthage! Wife! I must. 

Mare. To death ! To death ! 

Reff. To deathless honour, lore ! 

Mare. No more a slav^ but firee-bom Roman now> 
Thine oath by Latro fiiUy, fredy^ solved. 

Reff. Forbear, forbear 1 I prithee torture not 
A heart whose agonies exceed thine own :— 
Shame, Marda, this thy promised constancy I— - 
Bend to the destiny thou canst not change. 

Clau. 60 not to Carthage brother, thou art free^ 
This newer slavery hath redeemed the old, 
Adherbal's self admits thy pledge absolv'd 
And Carthage' claim most Ailly, truly, paid. 

Reff. Were I so base admit such specious plea. 
How mean thine estimate of R^;ulus, — 
As Latro' s slave, not mine my acts had been t 
But, thro' his virtue, master of myself. 
Mine infamy must rest with me alone ; — 
And as I hold it quite impossible 
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For Bnj adveutiti9«a dmmrtiiiM 

To void th« Q9ik to Caiftb«ge fteAy giyen, 

I do beseech all they that hold me iwc» 

No more to seek my oonatMit cqhtm to swerve. 

We have your leave ? (Jjotro hmv$ O99mt0 

Good m«sten spreiid tbe ml* 
And bid thy rowfw strain their lusty bueks. 

Mare, And this kst hope^-Hlus 1m^ foad* hope is fled I 
Hii^bimd! Begulus! lak\ Th9Qx\ Love! Liberty I 
Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! {Laugha h^tmealfyj 

[FalU infyi the arms ^ BvQVLua. Scene thw^ 



§CJSNE SECQNP. 
Hall in Hamilcar's House. 

Sntar Hamix^car and Hannq. 

Ham. The sun of our prosperity, my HeanOy 
Shines out once more in fhll jneridian blase. 
The fault be ours if ev«r morci o'ercaet, 
Grold and intrigue have won us back our place, 
And dull'd the bright rays of Xanthij^uV fame : 
The Greek hath found this, wherefore else resign. 
And leave thee in possesaAon of command ? 

Han, Belike he &lt deoay of influence : 
Nothing more transient than the rabbles' love,'«<» 
"Who seek to serve 'em, gain more wcmfe than coin. 
Nay, whm it soothes the greasy varlet's inood. 
Their breath can prove ofibnsive as themselves. 
Had the Greek wisely his advantage sought. 
He would but half have beaten Begulus, 
And so a most convenient bugbear held 
To keep the State and people in contrcral. 
Betwixt alternate hope and eoward fimr. 
Moulding them to his proper purposes. 
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Ham. Profit we, Haimo, by hb recklessness : 
News, news from Borne ! Good Bostar, welcome here! 

Enter Bostar. ^ 

What tidings bear^st ? Alone or 'tended com'st f 

J^. Oh, Sirs, 1 come in goodly company : — 
The Roman with his wife, his sister, too. 
Whose eyes half Roman have Adherbal tam'd, 
WhoBy; indeed, the friend of Regains. 

Ham, Then Rome doll ear to Cartihage^ suit voudisafes, 
And holds not R^podus in snch esteem f 

Bob. Therein thou err'st. By his advice alone 
Our terms rejected, furious war denounced. 

Ham. Thy tidings glad the Tulture at my heart — 
For they place vengeance surely in my gripe, 
Which the proud Roman soon and sharply feels. 

Han. I guess thy aim ; but if I read aright. 
Our friends, with subtle reasons, must be rous'd : 
A straw, to our opponents, casts the beam $ 
Of truth and justice old Himilco prates^ 
And to that note Xanthippus' pipe is tun'd ! 

Bo8. And love lorn Asdrubal will swell die cry, 
'Gainst aught that threats his Roman idoFry. 

Hem. This must be look'd ta«— 

Bob. Ay, and suddenly. 

Within the hour the Senate stands oonven'd 
To leam the issue of our embassy. 

Ham. Brief space, good sooth, but yet^ for wit enough*^ 
Bring'st back unchanged the heart thou hence didst bear ? 

Bob. 'Tis like thine own, of an enduring mould. 

Ham. Then speed thee, Bostar. 'Mong thy noble fiiead% 
With trumpet tongue and fitting comment spread 
The wrongs, the injuries, the treasure spent 
By Carthage in resisting Regulus, 
Whom nought, save her destruction, will content* 
Wake every passion, but the most, Revenge ! 



A TRAGEDY* 117 



The people Hanno and myself "wiU 

Away, good Bostar^ be of success sure ! {ExU Bostar.) 

If to destroy a light vihoae rays offend, 

Be past our power« at least it comfort yields, 

To shroud in darkness its oppressive beams : 

Thyself, good Hanno, scarcely less than I, 

Have been the butt of this proud Roman's scorn. 

Not less than the dishonoured of his sword : 

Why should his lips yet wider spread disgrace^ 

When we can silence calumny for aye ? 

Han. Could I his glory with lus heart pluck out. 
Not long the place it held within his breast. 
How worthless power, unless for punishment 1 
Shape thy desires in form that may be grasp*d. 
By Hades fear not I withhold my hand ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Me99. My Lords, the State in council lacks your aid — 
Adherbal and the BiOman are come back. 

Ham, Say'st thou, indeed? We wait upon them straight. 

' [Exit Mewenger. 

The Oods themselves approve us. They restore 
The victim of our hatred to our power. 
Who blindly rushes to his destiny. 
Ha, ha? my Hanno — all goes bravely—- come I 
First for the people I Then to execution ! {Exeunt. 

SICENE THIRD. 

Public Place before the Senate House. A mob damouring. 

let. Cit. I tell you true— these eyes beheld him pass. 
2nd, Cit. But did he counsel Rome to worry us ? 

(Loud ehauting,) 

Enter Hamilcar and Hanno, fiXUmed hy amotKer mob. 

Mob. Bevenge ! Revenge ! We will have vengeance. 
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Ham, Tour cause of grief most worthy cituena, 
Thro' UB mott surely meets the Senate's ear. 

Mob, Long live HamOcar ! Long live noble Hanno ! 
Death and destruction to the Roman wolves ! 

Ham, Not much, indeed, your cause of gratitode. 
Especially to him you show'd such grace, 
I mean the traitor R^inlus, your bane, 
Beneath whose sword the flower of Carthage fell. 
Who hath not felt his weapons or his diains ? 

\9t, Cit, None, i^one^ myself am aeam'd all o'er> 

2nd, Cit 9 And I*^ 

3rd. Cit, My fathinr died on fell Olypea's waUsh*^ 

4th, Cit, Mine at Eenom^ bid the world adieu ! 

5th, Cit, And mine in Borne, a bondsman's life endurest 

1st, Cit. Why should he live yet mora to harass usf 

2nd, Cit, He shall notr*^ 

3rd, Cit, No» he shall not I 

4th Cit, Peath ! Peath to Begulus I 

(A clamorous denunciatifm.) 

ff<m* I do not speak to fetter your just wish. 
But if our Senators compUauce scorn — 

let, Cit, Death to the SeoatQr who dares refuse ! 

{Clamour renswed,') 

Ham, Howe'er sq strong the voice pf pity plead. 
The nation's will hath claims yet stronger still — 
My lips the people's just demands declare — 
Be firm and retribution is your own ! 

[Exeunt Hamilcar and Hanno. The people JbUotoing 
t(n4 4h9Utinff *' Dfath tQ K^ffuluSs" f i?. 
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SCENE POtJRTtt. 

« 

Senate House. Himiloo^ XAKtHippus, Adhbiuali BosVAti^ aftd 

Rboulus discovered. 

Enter HamiLCar and Hanno. 

Him. The Senate are in full asdemUj met. 
To learn Rome's answer to our ethbadsj. 

Adher, Borne doth refuse to listen to iQl terms^ 
Save such her armed legions raty enforce^ 
Nor grants she an exchange of prisoners. 

Bos, Mince not the ttiatter. Give thj speech full Ycnt^ 
And say whose counsel urg'd such course on Rome. 
Fathers, I do denounce this BegulUSi 
A traitor to the trust by you reposed. 
The sole and earnest counsellor of war I 

Ham. The bond slave trifie with his mastdrd' will I 
Dar'dst thou presume that Carthage fear'd ret^nge? 

Reg, I ne*er forgot me that Ha&ilcar lived i 
My Lords of Carthage much you misconceiv'd 
My eager wish to see tny native Bome^ 
I knew how truly she did honour me, 
And fearing lest her hopes to rescue me 
Might her own proper glory compnHnise^ 
I sought to follow your Ambassadors^ 
That I might point the fitting, only course^ 
Think you I paus'd the sum to estimate. 
Of injury resulting unto yon ? 
I know my life the Uk^y forfeiture. 
But what is life wdgh'd 'gainst my eountr/s fame? 
Mine oath I render back religiously, 
I, nothing but the slave of Carthage, now. ^ 

Ham. I advocate the felon forfeiture I ^ 
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Han. 1, too, approve : 

Boa. And I, likewise^ concnr* 

Xan. And I denoonoe such base atrodty ! 
What ! Is it not enough to quell his pride, , 
To hold the mightiest warrior of his age 
Fettered, and bound, and pow'rless in your grasps 
But through a mean vindictiye malice seek 
A despicable vengeance to ensure. 
And for some vile, some private purpose damn 
With everlasting shame fair Carthage' nameT 

Ham. Still art thou ready with thy sland'roitii breath . 
And pois'nous rancour to assail my fame. 

Xan. Best leave unprobed a festering, cureless sore, 
Ungrown the herb thy fiime that medicines. 

Han. How canst excuse thy rash audacity? 

Xan. Excuse? Excuse! Ha, ha! Immortal Jove! 
Excuse is for the man I may esteem. 
Not offered to a thing my soul disdains. 

Ham. Ha! Dar^st thou say so, base, fiJse hearted Oreek f 

Xan. The false heart thine — ay, and the craven, too. 
Home to thy slaves, and play the buUy ther^ 
Dream'st thou a caitiff so unworthy moves 
The honest purpose of a constant mind? 

Bos. Unworthy thou of such companionship ! 

Xan. Fit tool such master hand to eulogise, — 
Ignoble Lord, with soul as poor as he : — 
This man I ever found mine enemy. 
Prompt to oppose or controvert my truth. 
I never sought to win his fellowship. 
Our nature's as opposing elements^ 
Or, like the poles, a wholesome distance held. 
Heart, hand, and brain to Carthage' cause I gav^ 
Nor can I now more truly serve her fame. 
Than urge her with indignant voice reject 
The felon counsel basely oSertd her. 
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Ham, Vile hireling leader of her mercenarieSy 
Here, at the least, thy voice may well he mute. 

Xan, Not so, proud Lord. My laurels I had stain'd 
With an imperishahle damning hlot, 
Did I stand by and hear such butchery 
Cabnly debated, yet not raise my voice 
In loud denouncement of atrocity, 
So foul might rouse the world to cry Revenge ! 
Having no voice, my presence may be spar'd. 
And I escape the murderous debate ! [Exit. 

Ham, This insolence is not to be endured ! 
Must we be brow-beat in our Council Halls ? 
Foil'd in our hopes — ^in our high mission sham'd. 
What find we in this man that thus we pause 
To shield him from the death he well deserves 1 
I call upon the Senate to enforce't. 

Him, Hamilcar hold ! Passion thy reason warps : — 
What gain to Carthage were the pds'ner's death ? 
Safe custody of greater braefit^ 
For were we to assault the gate of life^ 
More freely might the veins of Carthage breathe. 
Since Eome, in captives^ richer fiur than we^ 
And would exact reprisal at our cost. 

Beg. You wrong her but to tMnk so. Never^ Lords, 
The faith of Rome is a security 
Licapable of question or reproach,— 
It is a faith pure as the throne of Jove, 
That no unworthy thought may violate! 

Him. Keep silence, prisoner I When need requires. 
Thou shalt have ample scope in thy defepce. 
Most reverend Fathers I oppose his death, — 
Our interest, our honour, all forbid. 
And I hope much it finds no sanction here. 

Ham. His ceaseless outrage I reiterate, 
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As -ample warrant for his felon doom I 
"Wherefore dost gaze on me so fijcedlj t 

(To Beffulus, who eyes him,) 

Reg, That I within my soul may register 
Each separate feature, shade, and lineament,. 
Whereof a coward's visage is compound I 
Not oft with such mj hap to he allied^ 
And, imtil now, the truth I had to prove^ 
That cruelty with such is still found yoked I 
Oh, thou all daring in the Council Hall> 
But Httle valiant on the hattle plain. 
Not all the fields e'er won hj Regulus 
Could more transcendantl j ennohle him. 
Than this thy demon disposition's aim : — 
Away, away I Beneath a warrior's note. 
And e'en the slave, contemptuous spurns thee. 

Ham. Now, hy the Grods, of death thou art assui'd f 

Reg, A had man's oath is idle in mine ear. 
And death no terror to a just one hrings, 
Spare then, thy threats, and qudl thy flashing eye,. 
For I am arm'd in mine integrity. 
And pity thee, ay quite as much as scorn t 

Ham, Mark you, my Lords, the misproud slave disdains 
To supplicate the mercy weakly urged ! 

Reg, All bootless might the lamb the wolf implore 
As I thy eager gust of blood to stay I 
My actions with the Gods are r^stere<^ 
Be they my anchor, here and hereafter both ! 

Adher. Senate of Carthage. Lost in wonderment 
That heart coidd breed or tongue could advocate, 
I rise to deprecate an act so vile. 
No after virtue could eradicate ; — 
We never feared the Roman in the field. 
Then wherefore seek in gaol to murder him? 
For such your crime recorded by the worlds 
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And so atrocious^ so motiveless, 

The bloody deed to after times will show. 

That whiles your hellish act they execrate. 

The whole some monstrous fable may be deemed. 

Ham. For after times we do not legislate. 
Enough the present race we benefit, — 
Thy speech is from the purpose. Hast thou done f 

Adher, By your leave, no ! Ere, Fathers, you decide^ 
rd simply ask where were your captive, now. 
Nay your own Senators, your Ambassadors, 
Save for his own unequaU'd constancy ! 
Myself and Bostar both the pirate's slave. 
But for the ma^c name of Begulus, 
To whom more honour wand'ring corsau* paid. 
Than justice Carthage seems dispos'd to grant : 
A pirate's captive all your claims were gone, 
His oath absolved, his truth all questionless, — 
Yet here again within your gripe he stands 
Because of his true souTs nobility — 
Humble not Carthage, but approve her worth 
Equal to his who such great worth hath shown. 
Ye who are husbands, I adjure you pause — 
Ye who are fathers, I entreat you think — 
Soldiers I ask, in honour's name, of you. 
Men I beseech you for humanity, - 
And, Carthaginians I do implore 
You will not such a damning blot affix 
To the fair fame of our beloved land I 

Ham. Of words enough. I call upon the State, 
Whether for death or bondage they pronounce, — 
CoUect the votes that seal the Roman's doom I 

Reg. Eager thy thirst, for that I scarcely shun. 
Life little worth, with all its brightness fled ; 
The slave in soul may count it bliss to breathe 
The noble mind but lengthened suffering ! 
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Him. Weigh well Adherbal's patriotic truib> 
And let not passion Justiee' sword usurp, 

(Adherbal, HannOj^ Bostab, and the other Senatot^ 
write on slips which they place in a box that is conveyed 

to HiMILCO.) 

Ham. (aside to Han J Our party, surely* holds ascendancy t 

Han. Nay» doubt it not, the issue silent bide ! 

Him. Senate of Carthage> I have scann'd youv votes-^ 
Equal the voice of death or slaYeiy* 

Ham. One side my Yoice will give preponderance* 

Him. Is not thy reoord here within my band? 

Ham. Enumerate the list and be lesolved I 

Him. It is not) and my tcmgue is in^lQtent. 

Adher. Hamiloar, thou hast now the happiness 
With deathless g^ory to encompass thee ; — 
I need not speak what all may plainly read. 
Thou lov'st not Regulus, nay mwre dost hate \ 
On thy decision death and doom depend* 
And on thy voice thy fame or infamy*-^ 
Yield thee to passion and thy name remainsiy 
Memorial of all that men hold vile> — 
Subdue thyself, for ever shalt thou shine. 
Conspicuous on the blazon' d roll of fame i 
Destroy not for the triumph of an hQur» 
A proud, imperishable, glorious name,-^ 
Thou canst not hesitate, and he is sav'd ! 

Ham. I waver not. My purposes are true ! 

(Writes on a dip.J> 
And mine the voice that gives the Boman — ^Death I 

Adher. Hell-hound of Carthage I Vidtiure of b«r fame I 
Hen-hearted craveu ! Coward viurderer I 
Foremost to guide her in ^^feat and shame* 
From which no meirit of thine own could snatch ; 
Thy prudent valour or by land or sea 
Still shunn'd him free, in chains thou dost destroy. 
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Because be shames thine incapacity 
And utter worthlessness of heart and head. 
Thee and thy parasites I here abjure. 
And pray the Grods that ye may Uve to feel 
The curse and scorn of every honest man^ 
And prove abhorrent to all after time ! 

lE^t Adherbai- 
Ham, Most risrerend Fathers^ — ^what ! - Must this be borne? 

Shall our grave councils be insulted thus. 

And taunted with such ruffian violence ? 

Han. (aside,) Be they remembered in the captive's pangs. 
Ham, But I were blameable were I to heed. 

The ungoverned fury of a frenzied man. 

Fix we the death awaits this captive slave ! 

Him, Sufficient now that death hath been resolv'd. 

The mode the Senate will hereafter name ; 

To guilt itself some fitting space we grant. 

And shall we to misfortune less accord? 

Boman, 'twixt thee and doom my hope to step. 

But I am impotent and poVrless here. 
Reff. I thank thee for the kindness of the wish — 

From the first hour that I waa Carthage' slave, 

I knew my life the forfeit of her hate. 

Unless by mine inglorious advocacy 

My country at my instance granted peace. 

Her glory but allowed one thorny path, 

'Which all unfiinchingly I did embrace : 

There are 'mong you, just, honourable men. 

Who can appreciate a foeman's worth. 

These would have spared the life I Uttle prize. 

For what but Hving death the bondsman's life, 

Yet these were by the common herd o'erbome. 

Headed by one who seeks to compass fame. 

Without one attribute to make it his : — 

I need not name him whom his deeds declare. 
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Where'er my story lives lie shall endure 
In characters of never dying shame ! 
Nought for myself I craycy for nought I need. 
Yet would I supplicate for those most dear. 
My wife and sister with the tend'rest love. 
Have hither home me painful company ; 
The virtuous Adherhal's gage is mine^ 
When I am dead, for their secure return. 
Will you accord a like assurance ? 

Ham. Ay, we do. 

Reff, Then have I nothing more to wish* 

Now for my dungeon's gloom — and Senators, 
Believe the Roman scarce endures a pang, 
Whose sufferings are for his. native land ! [Exeunt. 

SND OF FOURTH ACT, 



ACT FIFTH. SCENE FIRST. 

Chamber. 

Enter Adherbal and Claudia. 

Adher, In happier hours my love was recognized. 
Deem me not selfish or unnatural, 
If in the moment of such dire distress, 
I, one hrief moment on that passion dwell. 
For love will bum as fiercely amid tears. 
As in the unscath'd hearts of happiness. 

CUtu, Profane not with the idle words of love, 
The hours unto misfortune dedicate. 
A load of gratitude I feel thy due. 
Which, at a time less sad I might repay. 
It might be in the fashion thou desir'st :— 
Of thy true merit I am sensible. 
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And win not mask the love I dared avow ; 
No vkore, beseech jou^ but to Kegulus. 

Adher. Yet but a word : — ^The closing scene draws nigh. 
Nay, droop not, sweet ; too well art thou advised, 
The tiger that speeds Carthage' blood hounds on. 
Clamours impatient of expected prey^ 
And will not long protract the forfeiture* 

Clau. Oh, horrible ! My heart is rent in twain ! 

Adher, When all is o'er, thy Marcia and thee. 
Are sorrowing strangers 'reft of head and home ; 
My honour stands engag'd to Regulus 
To bear you safely back to Italy, 
Where, such my horror of this infamy, 
I keep me, it may chance to be, for aye I 
I love, — ^thyself an equal heart dost own^ 
And I would urge, that I the right may claim,. 
To serve sad Marcia with a brother's zeal. 
That we unto each other pledge our troth. 
Times scarce less sad have witness'd equal vows. 
And bound in one the sorrowings of both ! 

Clau. Receive the faith which here I offer thee. 
Be this the gage of Claudia's constancy. 

{They exchange rings,} 

Adher, And this Adherbal's fondest interchange. 

Ckm. Now for the greatest and the saddest task. 

{Exeunt^ 

SCENE SECOND. 

A Dungeon. Marcia tending Regulus, who deeps — a bandagp 

wound around his eyes. 

Marc, It is not rest ! It is not gentle sleep I 
No more Such blest restorative he'll know, — 
It is not o'ertired nature seeks repose -,, 
'Tis the prostration of each faculty. 
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That grants brief respite from an agony. 

Whereon his eyeUds might else vainly close : 

His eyelids! Horror! Ah ! What did I say? 

Great Jove ! The fiendish monsters left him none ; 

Their bloody knives have shorn those peerless orbs 

Of the soft covering and silken fringe. 

On which so oft with woman's pride Fve hmig ! 

His lion heart nnconquer'd bore it all. 

His eagle glance confronting the hot snn, 

To whose meridian friry, tied and bound. 

They left the victim of their coward hate 

To gaze his last in fiery agony ! 

Rome, Rome, Hia Rome — ^avenge his butchery I 

Immortal Gods, grant me but this, to live 

*Till with my griefs I fill the Roman ear, — 

1*11 raise a spirit that shall never sleep, 

Whiles on the other Carthage rears one stone ! 

Reff, (in sleep.) Go on, go on 1 I can endtdre yet more ! 

Marc. The torturers pursue him in his dreams — 
Gods, what a 'horrent destiny is mine ! 
Almost I pray to speed the parting breath. 
Of him the worshipp'd of my broken heart ! — 
And such his Morcia's thought — ^his Marcia's wish. 
The last sad solace of her agony ! 

Reff. {starting up,) Water! some water, that I drown this fire ! 
All dark! Where am I? Or on earth or hell? 
My thoughts are earth's — ^My torments Tartarus ! 
And not one drop to quench this scordik^ flame ? 

Marc. Oh, Regains, husband, here is water, drink ! 

Reff. {drinks) Thou min'strhig angel! Tho^ these orbs be dark 
My soul beholds thy matchless tenderness 
In such bright characters of radiant truth. 
As mortal agony can ne'er subdue ! 
And yet, oh Marcia, how this frame is rack'd, 
Tom, pierc'd, convuls'd, shrunk, like a shriveU'd scroll. 



A TRAGEDY. 129 

That writhes and twists heneath the crackhng blaze< 

Gods, that Titality should so surviTC 

The tortures that have striVn for its defeat ! [breast^ 

Marc. Give thj I9peech scope! 'Twill ease thy lab'ring 
Fear not thy Marcia orerpowered— »• - 
Imaginings transcend reality, — • 
1 am less woman, and more Eoman now.- 

Regi Thou art of womankind the paragon ! 
In yain I strove my anguish'd woes to hide, 
When naked, bleeding, blistering i' the smi. 
Mine eyes, long us'd to darkness, shoitn, besidei^i 
Of nature's cover, niet his fiercest glafe. 
It was not fire-^it was nqt earthly fire. 
That shrank mine eye-balls and that sear'd my brain^ 
The beams of Phcebus streamed like molten gold| 
In flaming madness thto' each bursting vein i 
And yet the fiends e'xtdtingly stood by 
To spdcnilate how much I .might endure^ 
Yet gloat their eyesight with the farther pang§ 
Of nature gasping in extremity ! — 
Upon tiie instant reason seem'd to fly 
The voice of Hamilcar, the Furies' prid^ 
Rang in mine ear to nei^e my heart anew i 
But, tho' the spirit bOre, the body fail'd. 
And o'erstrain'd nature, in unconsciousness^ 
Obtained the respite cruelty denied — 
How long I kept so, better caiist thou tell^ 
For darkness knows, of time, no estimate—" 
Brink ! Yet more drink I Oh, I have fire enough. 
To seeth the ocean with this furnace here ! 

(Marcia gives kim drink*) 

Marc. Oh, heavenly Jove ! When ends his sufferings? 
If such the ordeal of virtuous truth. 
What be the bolts thou hold'st for vfflahiy ? 

Beg4 Jove's bolt is planted in the villain's soul,-*-' ^ 
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A pai^ surpaating aD my agonies, — 

For hb is lasting, mine bat momentary* 

Maida» mine hour of liberation comes. 

The frame ia cniab'd» tho' yet the spirit 'dure»--* 

'What further engine vengeance may devise 

Will fall ionocuous on life's wasted powers ;— - 

Then while I may, oh lei me in thine ear» 

Four the full tribiHe of my gratitude 

For all thy fond devoted tenderness 

In years of bliss ere fortune ceas'd to aoiilew 

We part, dear wifi^ ufox^ a stormy sea. 

But, tho' my bark shall gain the haven fint» 

Whilst thine must struggle with the adverse ticib. 

Still let th^ thought l¥>w smfUy glides the streani» 

Cbnsole thee for my lees protYacted ooivrse^ 

And prove the blest assurance that at last 

We both shall rest in one great port seouxe ! " 

Marc. We do not part. We hold om coipmon CQiir9S^ 
Which, in the self-same hour, we both attain ; — * 
I am a woman,, but a Roman on^ 
And can look death as calmliy in the facir 
And smilingly aa thou, my Begnltts ! 

R^. Ihearthy wordfl^ — I cannot graap their sense s 
Explain, dear Marcia, what is't thou woidd'st do? 

Mare. Die! as. hefita a Romait matron should I 

Eeff. No, no, my Marcia, no ; it ia not fit,*-** 
The Fates as yet thy thread refuae to shear. 
And thou hast duties call oa thee to Uve, 
E'en tho' it be to weep vsptxa mine urn ! 
Who shall instruct our Marca% our Attilitt% 
If thou wdthfbaw thee i^mk the mother's care t 
I know the answer bursting fifom thy lip»-^ 
The universal gratitude of Rome I 
But, say, can Rome, however true she provew 
Unto the offspring ere pourtray the aire,. 
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In the wann colotuns that beeoloiM the H^ifef 
Or plant, with a fond ttiCifhet^A eumedt leali 
^thin their yonthM hrtalts th« pif&pfgt MiUH 
Of honourable tengeande th«)r should #hdw 
In vindication of their filiid lote f 
My Marcia, no I^^No Romatt HlMroil dieii. 
Whiles there aie ties that eall cm her to lire, 
And thou dost own a noblef, braver hM^ 
Than fly the grief thy duty bids thee dare. 

Mare. My heart is steep'd too filll in agq^y^ 
To catch the inspiration of thy tone : 
The past, the fbtnre, all alike are lost. 
In horror of the or^mhelntiiig ftow ! 
I clasp thee living, loving, gentle, kind ! 
My grasp is loos'd, and what do I beholc^ 
Thy bloody corse all torn and mangled o'er ! 

Be^. It is not Eegtdils thoa dien behold'St, 
But the dull clay that did encompass him. 
Look up, dear wife, with Boman spirit bear 
The ills the Gods ofdain us to endure! 
What merit ours did all fan smooth and Mtl 
Who sail life's sea thfo' one unfoffied eafan. 
May prove, indeed, most worthy citizens^ 
But never can they feel the mighty thr6e 
That sweDs the heart that hath subdti'd Itself! 

Marc. Oh, husband, husband, I too high cBd tiete 
That Boman constancy thine own ptoud boast: 
No test required, like thee, I hop'd to brate 
The distant evOs that assail'd me not^-^ 
But now in dread reality they're hete^ 
And Aid my fortitude an idle vatmt,— 
The wife, the mother, bOWS in agony 
And cannot nerve her for the sacrifice f 

B^. Life, if spent worthily, is bnt a nmod 
Of almost never ceasing sacrifiee : 
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'Tis the rough road to train our steps to Jove I 

Jf light the pang from life wi love to part. 

What were my merit in my country's cause? 

And thou, my Marpia, say what could' st thou chdn^ 

If the hlow fell all feehly on thy heart, 

That from thy side the sire and husband rends 1 

Bow, how might this be borqe ai|d yet liye oq. 

But that the sacrifice ennobles him» 

Howe'er so wretched it may render thee 7 

'Tis this that plucks the sting of sufferance 

And bids mortality forget itself! 

Marc, The stroke of death* oh^ far less keen than tlu|t 
Which leaves me to bewail thy cruel doom ! 
BtiU hath my life been moqlded to tb^ wish \ 
I yield submissive to thy last desire^ 
Which shall most sacredly be realized. 

Reff^ Great Jove approve and strengthen thy resolve \ 
Some one approache^r- 

Marc^ ^diheTh9l and Claudia- # 

Enter Adherbal and Claudia. 

Clau, Oh, Regulus, dear brother — ^Love and grief 
Hold such contention in this warring breast, 
I am incapable to teach my tongu^ 
The terms befit a sister's sorrowings :— ^ 
Oh, glorious ruin of tl^y Grod-like self | 
Great victim of most hellish cruelty ! 
Yes^ I have burned to clasp thee yet alive^ 
E'en tho' that life presented farther scdp^ 
for 'vengeful, demon ingenuity ! 
8o dire,, so dreadful, that I caiijiot speak it I 

Reg^ Restrain thy tears, my Claudia. — ^My sweet maid, 
Altho' I cannot see^ yet the hot drops 
fall not unfelt upon this shrunken hand : 
Fear not the ei^ines they would fain devise ; 
It is an Atlas piled to crush a moth^ 
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It is a sea to qnencli the fiick'ring spark. 
Whose fire in this exhausted frame is sunk 
So low, a drop suffices to extinguish ! 
Thou'rt here, Adherbal i-wSay thou to thy friend. 
And brother, too, — ah — ^runs not so thy wish ? 
What further Regulus must yet endure — 
Tremble not, Marcia, — ^they have done their worst. 
And the mean lust outlives the pow'r o£.pain ! 

Adher. And must I speak my country's infamy f—*' 
No, not my country's — her destroyers — 
The traitors, who by base and ven^l metius 
Usurp the guidance of her Senators 
fo private purposes of foul revenge,— » - 
'Tis they, not Carthage, are thy murderers i 
'Tis they pronounce this last abhorrent doom* 
That orders thee, a man to reverence. 
To die at sun-rise, ay, in such a way 
The worst of felons never yet endur'd ; 

Beg, It niatters little — ^I am well prepared : — 
Thou lov'st, — and she, — my Claudia, I've marked 
Her eyes whiles mine were left to note her glance 
Of maiden trust and woman's tenderness. 
Pointing all modestly her hope in thee ! 
Afy blessing aud approval rest upon't 
I know, in thee, a brother Marcia find^. 
An honourable friend, my poor, brave boys : — 
Each doubt is satisfied. Now, then, impart 
The doom pronounced by Carthage' Senators. 

Adher. I cannot, np, — ^it blisters on my tongue. 
E'en let the Senate's ministers declare 
The infamy they have entail'd their parasites — 
Not long ere they fulfil the grateful task, 
^d with Xanthippus' mingle thy pure blood, 
Reg. My conqueror! noble Xanthippus dead? 

4dher, His fame \iras no less hateful than thine own» 
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And, like thine own, the usassina Mmght a lift 
Scarce less renown'd than that of Regoliia* 

Beg. Oh, execrable deed 1 Great Jote I Is't thus 
Carthage girda token of her gratitude t 
If such the fate decreed her saviouv 

Slight wonder torture waits her enemy. (^Uiti,) 

Marda, thy hand» my sinews are unstrung^-— 
And if not brief mine exeeutionersy 
Their victim may escape their farther art. 

Mare. 0\ lean on me. Be I thy last 8apport««* 
If death's drear course I may not with thee nm, 
Strengthen me, Gods, whilst I the threshold dare. 

Ham. (without,) Your axes point. — ^AUde our presence here! 

Marc. The butchers come, and we must part indeed-^ 
Oh Gods! Oh Regulus t Thy ktest hoar ! — 

Reff. Calmly, dear lo^. Suppress this eestaey. 
It tortures me, but gratifies the foe. 
Be life extended to the utaiost apan. 
But short the term, when death, at last, appears! 
Our destiniea aoeompHshed, we shall dwell 
In endless bliss mid bright eternal grores. 
From the creation doomed ifer pious men ! 
One last embrace whiles oonsdouanesa rema&is. 

(They emhraee.) 
And now, to solve the mighty mystery f 

Enter Hamilcab, Hakno, frndguari^^ 

Ham. Pris'ner! At length tlnne hour of doom iff eome. 
And we are here, obedient to the States 
The manner of thy death to notiff. 
And, afterward, to ezeention hen 1 

Reg. The State stiD finds an active initrument 
And eager prompter in Hamilear'i v^kce, 
Whose gust of blood in easecatioa joys, 
As the aasaasiuatioa of the Greek- 
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And my more fonnftl murder evidence : 
Perform thy hangman pleasure, thou art apt I 

Ham, Thy situation hath its privilege 
For griefs however offensive, pardon claims-* 
But ere 'tis met, thy death thou hast to learn* 
In mercy to these women, all its horrors 
I sought to whisper to thine ears alone. 

Beg. These women' 9 hearts, albeit of gentle moul^ 
Possess a constancy unknown to thine. 
And they will hear what I can bear endure. 

Ham, Since it i» so I hold no loiter parle. 

(Beads from a 9er6U,) 

The Carthaginian Senators in council. 

Touching the felon death of Begulus, 
*' Have, in consideration of the ills 
** Done to the State by that base, traitor slave, 
^ Confirmed their first and capital decree, 
** And now ordain the criminal be led 
'^Unto the summit of fair Dido's mount, 
" Whence, in an engine, armed with sharpen'd spikes^ 
** Being encas'^ he, forthwith, shall be hurFd 
^Down its steep sides to aeek th' Inftmal GodsT' 

Marc. Unheard of monster,— tnd this a«i is thine I 

Beg. Peace, peace, dear Marcis,--wthis is merciful 
Contrasted with the tortures that are psst**^ 
The pang is instant. Wherefore dost thou panse 7 
I must be marshalVd, for thou bast not left 
The means to light me to or look on destb ! 

Ham. Tky haad» then, oome 1 

Marc. Off, murdeter! 

Nor dare with sacfSegiQus tondb defile 
An offering all worthy of the Gods !-<^ 
The hand that daspe thee st31 ia strong enough 
To guide thee the dai& path must needs be trod.*^ 
Lead on, most noble executioner f 

Beg. How my brain reels — ^my limbs resist my will- 
Support me, Marcia, else I sink at once^ 
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(HEGULUSy who ha* heengraduaUy sinMngy siaggen wikUif,' 
and graspti Maucia,) 
Ham. Terror unmans him.-^Ah ! Tke coward quails I 

fBEGULUS, by a strong efi^ort starts erect.) 
Reg. Liar ! 'Tis nature' quails ! 'Tis not the man ! 
Thy country — nay, thy soul thou'dst both hare sold 
Ere borne one of the thousand pangs thou gaVst \ 
Feeble, and crush' d, and in mine agony. 
These sightless orbs turn with as proud contempt 
On thee, and on thy coward tyranny, 
As, when the leader of the Roman fleet, 
I Whipt thee from Ecnomus' wat'ry plain. 
And tore the laurel from thy craven drest, 
For which, base worm, thou,— ^Hearenly Jof^! 

(He staggers^ and clings to Marcia.J 
Marc. Oh ! Husband I Regulus ! 
Ham. We trifle time. 

Slave, thou art call'd ! Arouse thee to thy death ! 

Marc. Thou triflest with the Gods. They have resumed 
A spirit with their attributes imbued I 

Reg. No, Marcia, no« It lingers yet on earth— ^ 
It cUngs in death to her in life it lov'd. 
Thy hand, dear Marcia, liftf is but a dream--^ 
Not long the span or ere we meet again. 
And, in Elysium, we shall prove the bliss 
Awaits the just fulfil their duties here-^ 
Existence fleets. — ^My Claudia, sister, firiend \ 
I've kept the faith — ^my promise is redeem'd — 
My wife — my country — ^Bome, — beloved Rome \ 
I die a Eoman, and the slave is free ! 

^Eegxtlus dies* Marcia remains stupified, Adherba^ 
and Claudia on either side. Hahilcar and Hanno* 
looking on — guards filling up the scene.) 
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Ak eaHy acquaintance with, and repeated visits to that terrestrial paradise, 
Jersey, together with a good deal of kindly intercourse with her ^gallant 
inhabitants, did not fail to render her historical records dear to me, and 
in traversing the enchanting shores of that thrice happy island, variona 
legends of tiie hero of my play, met my ear. These were listened to 
with the degree of pleasure one experiences in hearing the praises of a 
friend. Pierson became a model in my mind's eye ; but as I had not 
committed the sin of authorship, I requested my friend, Thomas 
James Serle, Esquire, whose prolific pen had, even then, for I speak 
of 1822, produced the accomplished tragedies of Waltheof the Saxon, 
and Fulvius Valens, to give the world a noble portraiture of my 
chivalr\c idol. He, accordingly, set to work, and a three act Drama 
was successfully represented at Guernsey in December, 1822. Written 
in a few days, it answered its temporary purpose, but fell short of 
my imagination. Time passed on, and I again visited the sweet shores 
of divine Csesarea. Again I heard the eulogies of Pierson, the curses of 
Rulleoourts Serle's Drama was represented, but no portraiture was ac- 
knowledged by the denizens of St. Helier's. My voice was still mute, 
my pen unstained. I passed to another hemisphere. Amid the soli- 
tudes of Tasmania, the memory of Jersey, and many of its cherished as- 
sociations struck home to my heart, and I painfully pondered on scenes 
fled for ever. In 1828 I returned to England. To beguile the tedious 
hours, I began to compose. The first fruits of my labours were a three 
act Drama, entitled " Loreda," which I wrote off Cape Horn, holding on 
to my table with elbows and knees. My second, under like auspices, 
was a three act play *' The Bushrangers," successfully performed at the 
Caledonian Theatre, Edinburgh, in September, 1829. Fortune's smiles 
lured me to further efforts, and I perpetrated ** Manias and Maniacs," a 
farce performed with the most triumphant applause. Thus encouraged, 
I essayed a bolder flight, and adventured within the mystic circle of 
blank verse. Pierson became my preuiv chevaHer ; and, although he 
has not hitherto entered the theatric lists, I feel disposed to hope that 
should he ever do so he may be able to present himself stnupeurde tache. 
The play was written at Edinburgh, in five or six days, in 1829. It has 
never been offered for representation ; but several persons, well qualified 
to form an opinion, have augured favourably of its reception, should it 
ever be destined to smell the foot-lights. In 1839, I again revisited 
Jersey — ^again retraced the career of the invaders. During that visit I 
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culled th& inscription from Pienon's tomb, and the simple record of the 
Glasgow boys, from the picturesque grave-yard of GrouTille. So much 
for egotistical, — ^now for historical detail. 

France had long looked with an eagle and an eager eye towards the 
acquisition of the islands of Jersey, Guernsey and Aldemey» which she 
almost felt disposed to consider a natural portion of her own territory. 
Every endeavour had, however, proved abortive, until Baron De Rulle- 
oourt, a man of desperate fortunes, was induced to attempt the conquest 
He was assisted, inadequately, by the French King with men and money, 
and about Christmas, 1780, embarked at Granville with above 2000 men. 
This seasgn he chose, hoping the usual festivities would throw the Jer- 
Biais off their guard. Scarcely had he put to sea, when he encounteitd 
a heavy gale, which dispersed his armament, and sunk many of his ships, 
although he himself was so fortunate as to regain Granville with the loss 
of half his troops. 

Nothing daunted, the attempt was renewed in January 1781. Still 
he was unfortunate : many of his followers being drowned in the act of 
debarkation ; a circumstance which further reduced his force to between 
7 and 800 bayonets. 

By the treachery of a Jerseyman, he obtained possession of a small fort 
at La Rocque Platte, the guns of which were spiked, and the garrison 
made prisoners. Early in the morning of the 6th of January 1781, the 
inhabitants of St Helier's were astonished to find their town in the occa- 
pation of the French, and M^jor Moses Corbett, their Governor, a pri- 
soner. Corbett, as some allege, pusillanimously signed an ignominious 
capitulation. According to others it was a judicious submission to save 
the town from being fired. Rullecourt next proceeded to summon 
Elisabeth Castle; but, being unprovided with artillery, a few rounds 
from the fine old fortress sent him speedily on the scamper. Mean- 
while, Mi^r Pierson of the 95th regiment, and next in command to 
Corbett, assembled his own corps, the 78th, and Jersey militia, which 
were concentrated upon Gallows' Hill. Pierson lost no time in useless 
inactivity, but proceeded at once to dislodge the enemy, who bad occu- 
pied the present Royal Square, then the Market-place. Leading his 
column up the street, now most appropriately called by his name, he 
received a heavy irregular fire. At the first discharge the heroic Pierson 
fell. It was not long ere Rullecourt encountered a like frtte, being shot 
in the short and ill-sustained conflict A Turk in his suite was repeat- 
edly seen to menace the life of Major Corbett, but the Governor sur- 
vived the combat, whilst the Mussulman fell by a bullet of Pierson's 
black servant. 

If Rullecourt reckoned upon support from the Jersiais he was miser- 
ably deceived. They were enthusiastic to be led against him. Ay, and 
ever will be against any foe who shall dare attempt the rights of their 
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fiative Britain. Let those who know them not falsely term them French ; 
but they that imderstand theur true character, know well, that bolder or 
more loyal hearts beat not within the bosoms of the men of Devon or 
Kent, than those which inspire the constant and daring Jerseyman. 

Upon the fall of Rullecourt the French surrendered at discretion, but 
the victory v^as dearly won, and Jersey bedewed her laurels with bitter 
tears for her lamented saviour. In the parish church of St. Heller's, 
contig;uous to the scene of the brilliant and closing act of his brief career, 
grateful Jersey has reared " the recording stone,'' in faint memorial of 
the devoted, the heroic youth. It is a marble slab of somewhat triangu- 
lar shape fixed in the walL The surmounting device is a monumental 
urn, with the following inscription underneath : — 

MAJOR FRANCIS PIERSON; 

Who, 
When this Island was invaded by the French, 

Fell bravely fighting v 

At the head of the British and Island Troops. 

He died in the flower of his Youth 

And in the moment of Victory, 

On the Sixth day of January, 1781. 

The States of the Island, 

In grateful memory of their Deliverance, 

Caused this Monument to be erected 

At the Public Expense. 

On a pediment, whence the obeliskal slab arises^ the annexed illustrft* 
tion appears. The Genius of Jersey, (I presume^) is seen holding a 
shield or slab, on which is graven a profile of Pierson, encircled by a 
laurel wreath. A dog, the emblem of devoted fidelity, couchant under- 
neath. Pendant from the pediment is a concave shield, in the hollow 
of which are several raised figures, being a classical and allegorical 
representation of the youthful hero's untimely fall. Pierson appears in 
the foreground having received his death wound, a female, emblematical 
of Jersey, cUnging to him for protection ; she is saved from the uplifted 
weapon of an ajrmed man by the guardian shield interposed by Pierson. 
The invader bears fetters and the lilUed banner of France in his left 
hand. A tiger is seen crouching between the feet of the female and 
Pieraon, whilst, at his side. Fame, with a palm branch and laurel wreath, 
is preparing to encircle his temples. This tablet was sculptured by 
J. Bacon, London, 1784, and the description taken at St. Helier's, the 
20th of August, 1839. 

The master spirit was not the only one to whom grateful Jersey paid 
honourable tribute, as witness a marble slab on the south western wall 
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of Grottville churchyard. It vnA at a spot called Le Blanc de Violetf 
running round La Rocque Platte, that Rullecourt efifected his landing; 
and at the present day, in Gorey Bay, almost at the foot of that glorious 
pile, — Mont Orgueil Castle, — there is a small earthen fort, similar to 
that described in the Second Act Having possessed themselves by 
treachery of this fort, which boasted a two gun battery, a detachment of 
the 83rd, or Glasgow regiment, were ordered to dislodge them. Lieut 
Robertson brought up his men (only forty in number) in the utmost 
order and coolness possible within eight or ten yards of the enemy, 
whom he summoned to surrender. The French, (120 in number) re- 
fused, fired a shot and killed a man, upon which Lieut Robertson or- 
dered his 40 Glasgow grenadiers to charge. They did so, pulling their 
triggers as they advanced. Twenty were killed, and then, rushing with 
their bayonets, the rest were wounded or taken prisoners before Captain 
Campbell with the remainder of the grenadiers could run up to support 
them. Thus did this gallant young man achieve this business to the ad. 
miration of every experienced soldier. He had six grenadiers killed 
and seven or eight wounded. He himself received a bayonet wound in 
the neck from the fusee of a French officer with whom he was in personal 
conflict, but which he eventually wrested from him. The mural tablet 
at Grouville bears this inscription : — 

In Hopes of a blessed Resurrection 

Near this Place are deposited 

The Remains of 

John Hunter 

WiUiam M'Culloch 

James Reid 

Alexander M'Kechnie 

Alexander Glinn 

Robert Walker, and 

John Wilson 

Grenadiers of the 83d Regiment 

Who in a Party 

Led on 

BY 

Lieutenant James Robertson 
Against a Detachment of French Troops 
Gloriously fell 
In the Midst of their Victorious Companions 
At La Rocque Platte 
On the Sixth Day of January 
In the Year of Our Lord 1781. 
To the Memory 
Of these Brave Men 
The Principal Inhabitants of this Parish 
Erected this Monument. 
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Every incident connected with this invasion wears a hallowed charm 
for me ; and were it but for the rarity of trophies to the common 
soldiers' renown, this of Grouville merits transcription. Since Rulle- 
court's discomfiture, France has deemed it most prudent to leave Jersey 
undisturbed. In concluding this long peroration, I have only further to 
observe, that it was stated to me as a fact, that during the French Revo- 
lutionary war, two young Jerseymen actually did get possession of a 
French ship mounting twenty or four and twenty guns, as described in 
the Second Act. 
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ACT FIRST. SCENE FIRST. 

Garden of Government House. The Port and Shipping of St Helier'a 
seen. Enter Raymond foUowed by Osmtn. He paces about 
thoughtfully. 

0«n. This Jersey air grows sickly — 

Ray. Sickly ? 

Om». Ay! 

It poisons true love, but engenders false.— ^ 
Dost not remark its evil influence 7 

Ray, He, too, doth note. — How, if I answer, yes ? 

Osm. Then act'st thou not as wise physician should^ 
Who knows the evil, yet withholds the cure — 
Believe me change of air is requisite, 
And speedily, if dear thy sister's peace — 
De RuUecourt waverB,— tear him hence at once, 
And Leonie her truant may reclaim — 
With davm a b(^rk depmrts ioit Normandy. 

Ray, Secure us passage, Osmyn.— Speed — ^preparc^— 
I thank thy love— thy counsel I adopt — 
Leave rae to mould De Rullecourt to our wish: 
Away, away, be prompt — be circum^ect ! 

Osm, Nay, doubt me not I Action, not words for me ! 

{Exit. 

Ray, 'Tis clear ! He hath forgotten Leonie^-^ 
My own sweet Leonie, my sister dear. 
Companion kind of trusting youth's blest hours. 
The timid maid his cfuidied accents taught 
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Love's soft insidious poison first to feel 
Is now forgotten, and for English Helen — 
But, beware De Rulleeourt, for not less fierce 
Fell the Gre^ vengeance on devoted Troy, 
Than mine on him that dar'd my sister slight. 
What ! — Must the friendship both so dearly priz'd 
Be render'd nothing for a w(Hnan*s smile? 
Oh, love \ mysterious pow'r ! that rends all ties> 
To firmer bind thine own — ^why dost delight 
To dim the lustre of a laughing eye. 
And 'mid the pulses of a bursting heart 
The dei^tism of thy might assert? 
Wherefore dost scorn to shed thy joy on all? 
Alas ! the ills thou causest even here — 
How many feuds are ready to burst forth, 
Warm'd into being by her dove-like eye. 
Ah, Helen, yes ! — ^midst thine adoring slaves 
Raymond de Vismes a hopeless victim ranks, 
Tho' ne'er his sister in that love forgot. 
He comes ! Alone! Now then to make essay 
To rouse ambition by a glowing tale. 
Let me but pluck this canker from his breast. 
Then Leonie thyself must salve the wound. 
Which Raymond's hand now only seeks to probe. 

Enter De Rullecourt. 
De RuUecourt, welcome ! 

Rul. Ah ! my friend, what news? 

Ray. The bravest that in brave men's ears can sound- 
This piping peace will shortly have an end. 
Old England's Lion shakes his shaggy mane. 
Whilst Gallia's bird a bold defiance chaunts. 
To warn the Isles that danger is at hand. 

Mul. And thine intelligence ? 

Ray. From sources sur^ 

Ay, French and English both.— Old Corbett, Sir, 
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Hath swift despatches from the British Coart, 
Nor have our friends upon the Norman shore, 
Forgot that we are in the lion's den, 
We must ftorcL hence to France with speed away, 
Else lose the honour of the next campaign. 

Rul. Quit Jersey ? Never ! Not for worlds, my friend ! 
For, oh, within her verdant hosom dwells. 
The peerless jewel of De Rullecourt's soul. 
Whereon his glory, honour, fame, depends. 
Ah, Raymond, did'st love's 'witching raptures know. 
All petty houndaries, thy heart would spurn. 
And claim the world thy universal home — 
But thou hast ne'er endured the tender smart. 

Ray. Thou dost mistake. Sir. I do deeply love. 
I have a Mter — 

Btd, The charming Leonie ? 

Ray^ She that was once held charming in thy thoughts — 
She whom thou'st talk'd till she heliev'd thy love. 
And yielded up a fond o'erflowing heart — 
She, Sir, hath taught me what it is to love. 
And view, with gentle eye, a douhtful faith. 

Rul. Thou hif st my weakness, Baymond, pray forgive 
And if thou truly feel'st love's mighty sway, 
Thou'lt own afiection is not ours to give. 
Nor to withhold when the blind God demands. 

Ray, A lame excuse for heartless treachery. 
My sister Leonie is no light mate 
With whom to dally as caprice may prompt, 
And, ere thou whisper'd passion in her ear 
Thou should' st have weigh'd thine own ability 
To keep the promises by her unsought. 

RuL Nay, blame me not, dear Raymond, brother, friend : 
Heav'n temper'd not my clay so equably as thine. 
My ardent spirit prudence still outruns ;— 
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For Leonie I feel a brother^s Iot^ 

Bat promise, pledge, or tow, I neyer gave. 

Ray. What need of vow when thy entire diaoourae 
Was love, love, hoe ? Ay, thine impassioned tono 
Spoke far more inly to the maiden's soal 
Filling her bosom with delusive hopes 
Never to be accomplished. — ^Would'st thou rob 
The meek, fond, girl, whose life doth hang on thee 
Of the just rights thou led'st her to expect 
To gratify the passion of an hour? 

Rul, Love spurns all paltry estimate of tim^ 
He holds dominion with despotic sway ; 
My converse with thy sister might be rash. 
But fate, my friend, not I should be arraign' d 
That in my path such strong attraction threw. 
If, with emotion, I her graces viewed. 
Tax Heav'n that gave perception to these eyes. 

Ray. But wherefore talk of love, unless thou mean'st 
That she should be its aim ? 

RuL My error, there ; 

But had I ne'er the lovely Helen seen. 
No woman lives as Leonie so dear ! 

Ray, And dost thou hope this Hden's love to win ? 
Seest not the barriers which intervene 
And must surmount ere thoa canst make her tlane 7 
Dear as I hold thee, Ralleeoort, but desert 
My own fond LeoniB'— my orphan maid-** 
Thou hast no foe so deadly as De Vismes. 

RuL Wouldst have me, Baymond, to thy sister give 
A heartless hand ? She merits better, sure. 

Ray, RuUecourt, thou know'st thy heart already hers. 
Bought with the price of her unspotted love. 
And if her right to Helen has been passed, 
Thou'st stolen that which w«s not thine to give* 
Thou should' st the treasure have securely watch' d, 
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Arm'd against all that might assail thy fidth. 
Not yield thee in thy danger's earUest hour« — 
Think of the wrongs thou must of need inflict 
If thou persever in this ill pkc'd suit,-^ 
Say, what wilt deem of Rulleoourt's bonoiur then? 

Bui. Wrongs ? 

Ray. Ay, Sir, wrongs ! — ^This wonder is misplac'd; 

But my poor friendship weighs as nothing now. 

Rtd, Nay, Raymond, thou know'st better. Have w^ not 
From the green hours of boyhood's early dawn^ 
And thence to ripen' d manhood's lusty prime 
LoVd with a love surpassing brother's love 7 
And h^ve we not, with emulation wild. 
To victory our bold compatriots led« 
Each for the other smoothing danger's path. 
And, then, triumphant on our home return 
Felt overpaid by Leonie's sweet smile ? 

Ray. True, RuUecour^ true— even by the sweet smile 
Of her thou would' st ccmsign to misery, 
I know thou can'st not doubt my tried regard ; 
Yet ardent, earnest, as my faith to thee^ 
It still is second to the master love 
The orphan sister from her brother claims. 
To thee I hop'd that hpuQur to tnmsfer. 
And hail'd, with joy, your early budding lovea, 
Without anticipating such sad blight. 
But, I am not the man to sit me down 
And mark th^ ruin of my ch^risb'd hopes, 
Without an efiPbrt ^o redress the wrong. 
Nor do I take it person will look on 
With mute complacmicy, and patient see 
His mistress borne by a false friend away ! 

Rul. Sbfl love9 him not. She never hot m ear 
To his solicitationa. 

Ray. It skills not. Sir, ^ j 
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Thou wert most frankly of his love possess'd ; 
If honour, friendship, both two feeble ties, — 
At least the sense of hospitality, 
Should cause thee pause in this ungenerous course. 

Rul» Thou school'st me, Raymond, truant like and apt, 
But I do tell thee. Sir, and frankly too. 
Ay, as Fd tell the haughty Fierson, Sir, 
£ven to his teeth — 

Ray. That thou hast abus'd 

His noble confidence by this mean aim. 
Thus to supplant him in his trusting love. 
Dost thou not fear a bloody reckoning? 

Rul, Fear? Rullecourt, /met f Ha, ha! Other than thee. 
No bloodless answer to such quest had found. 
Is, then, my arm so faint, so feeble grown. 
It cannot justify its master's acts ? 
Fear ?^/Var/ 

Ray, Fm glad the lion in thy heart is rous*d. 
For, of a stirring subject I would speak. 
Banish this love, and list thee to a tale 
More fitting to a gallant warrior^s ears. 
England and France ere long again are foes. 
And, if De Rullecourt mars not his high hopes, 
A hero's grave, or princely crown is his. 

Rul. A hero's grave may be my likely lot. 
But that a diadem should grace my brow. 
Is mystery I leave thee to expound. '^ 

Ray. No mystery is mingled with my speech. 
The valour of thy soul, and conq'ring deeds, 
Have not escap'd our gracious monarch's eye. 
Nor will he fail, when time shall so permit, 
To prove his estimation of tiiy worth. 

Rul. Prithee, speak plain — ^I like not riddle^, friend* 

Ray. How lik'st the title, Prince of Jersey ? 

Rul. What? 
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Ray. Full easily the bauble may be tbine — 
These islands long by Gallia's soy'reigns view'd. 
As jewels reft from the Imperial crown — 
Nor men nor means would stint to make them theirs — 
What time more fitting to achieve that aim. 
Than at the outburst of a furious war ? 
Or, who more fit to guide such enterprise. 
Than mine aspiring, honour' d, yaliant friend ? 
Thy knowledge of the foe ensures success. 
Let not the golden moment then escape. 
But clutch it firmly, with unflinching grasp. 
And let thy Raymond hail the glorious hour. 
Which, with thy royal master's kind consent, 
Proclaims thee Prince of Jersey's lovely isle ! 

RtU. Peace, idle dreamer, know'st thou not the strength 
That guards the heav'n of this dear beauteous isl^ 
In radiant loveliness so fair and bright. 
Ah me, De Yismes, and could I bring fierce war 
To those sweet dells, where from the sultry son, 
I've shaded me in bow'rs, might vie with aught 
Mere mortal thought can deem of paradise ? 
What ! Desolate the hearth where friendship still 
Eeceiv'd me with a generous confidence 7 
Oh, no, dear Jersey, deep within my soul 
The memory of the fond, the bHssful hours 
Spent 'midst thy verdant glades is rooted here, 

(Striking his ho8om.) 
Whilst life's warm blood inspires De Rullecourt's heart. 

Rajf. More these the breathings of some school maiden. 
Than aspirations of a soldier's soul : ^ 
Were mankind sway'd by such fantastic tricks. 
No Alexander would have rul'd the world. 

Rvl. Talk not to me of kings or tyrants now. 
My mind is ill attun'd for such a theme, — 
Whilst round I gaze, each dear remember'd spot 
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Starts forth to life with freshen'd interest 

Twining the memory of long fled bliss, 

With spell resistless round each throbbing pulse : 

See here the- bay we saiFd our mimic fleet. 

And there the Tow^r,* whence oft, with eagejr eye, 

We strain' d to penetrate our native France, 

Bid me not raise an aim against the isle, 

To me, 'tis sacred, and 'twere parricide 

To stain her beauties even with a tear ! 

Ray, Then, Rulleoourt, has tum'd dri^Uer, and for grie£i» 
Which his excited fancy only psints. 
Will recklessly forego the brilliant chance. 
But a word or two-Hdo desolation 
Need attend thy steps-^Oiesarea still 
May bloom and blossom fresh and hit as now--* 
Need I rehearse her Gallic origin. 
Or think' st thou her inhabitants were loath 
To transfer their allegiance to a king 
Who'd from a ooanty* paltry remnant raise 
To rank them with his princedoms f 

Rvl. Ha I 

Ray. And mteh • prince to gnaord tiieir inteirestaf 

Rul, Ambition fires me I Thou hast warp*d my braki^ 

Else new light breaks upon me I 
Ray. Oloiy calls I 

Follow its guidance and thy fkme is sure. 

Rul. Raymond, thy words have lit the flame within ; 
Whether my good or evil destiny 
Prompts to thy wish» I lack the power to tell. 
But,— 

Ray, I leave thee, %r, to muse upon tibe truth 
Nor do I doubt when gloiy sounds the diarge, 
De Rullecourt in her foremost ranks is found. 

— - —  — -^- ■■.. 

* Prinee^t Tower, otbeiwise obIM La Hogiie lKe« I 
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Let me but tear Him from this syren spot, 

m wake the thirst of conquest in his soul. 

Then may my Leonie triumphant prove. 

And Helen yet be banish'd from his heart. [Aside, Exit* 

RuL I doubt not Louis would accord the rank. 
Or that I'd win it by a sudden blow ! 
Followers in plenty I were sure to have. 
What purposed glory ever meets the eye 
Of Gallia's sons they do not rush to snatch T 
Favoured by darkness and our neighbourhood 
A landing we might easily effect,-^ 
Bold measures rarely fail of sure success,— 
'Tis timid hinds look on in mute surprise. 
Why, what a magic centers in a crown ! 
At distance view'd I aoora'd the glitf ring bribe. 
But now that it seems offer'd to my grasp 
I feel that life Fd for possession give—*' 
A minute since my kingdom Hden's love. 
Her trath the jewel of my ravish'd soul. 
But, now my eager thoughts are in the fieldt 
And all the soldier rages in my veins ! 
Fie ! Let me still this tempest of the mind. 
Banish the clouds that would my brow overcast; 
And be my aspect joyous as her own. 
She comes to dissipate ambition's dream. 
To prove that mortal's highest bliss is love I 
Beloved of my soul, my Helen dear, 

^ Enter HEitEN. 
Welcome, most welcome to De Bullecourt*s heart* 

Hel. Evil the tidings which poor Helen bears. 
It is decreed, alas, that we must part. 

Rul. Part?* 

HeL Too true.^War soon wiU be proclaimed. 

And if thou would'st n(rt linger captive here, 
Prepare thee instantly for flight to France. 

u 
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Rul. Thy captive, Helen, RuUecourt joys to be. 
Since thoa dost hold his soul in thy sweet thrall» 
Why not thy sire retain his body too ? 
Haply fair Helen might the jailer prove. 
And e'en a prison guarded, love, by thee. 
Were dearer far than the gay Ck)art of France. 

HeL Thou think' st not so ; I do not wish thou should'st 
Thro' that dark eye a daring spirit shines^ 
Speaking more truly than the silken tongue» 
Thine ardent longing for the tented field.' 
It is a wish I may not seek to check. 
Since woman triumphs in her hero's fam^ 
But, oh, De Rullecourt, when I call to mind 
I have a doating parent, and a — a— ^netuf, 
Oppos'd to thy proud country, then, indeed, 
How truly fatal Helen's love I feel I 

Rul. Banish such thoughts, the firiends of Helen ne*er 
Shall count the name of Bullecourt 'mong their foes. 

HeL But there is one who will prove Rullecouit's fo^ 
One, who doth think that he by him is wrong' d^ 
And Helen likewise. Yet, great Heavai doth know 
That I did ne'er deceive him. Sisterly regard 
Was all I could to Fierson's merit grant — 
Would that it had suffic'd ! Ye have been friends ; 
I know the bitterness to think ourselves 
Betrayed by those we love, and men too oft 
Stifle the anguish in each other^s blood. 
Pierson's proud spirit will not brook thy suit. 
He will to reck'ning call thee, but avoid — 
Avoid a hostile meeting. Hence to France, 
And, till more peaceful times, forget thy Helen. 

RuL Forget thee, Helen ? Oh, impossible ! 
Oh, can I look on that dear face, whose smile 
Swells the fond pulses of my throbbing heart 
Til it o'erflotfrs with melting tenderness^ 
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And deem my transports but a golden cloud, 
The slightest breeze may instantly dispel ? 
"Whilst that I gaze upon thee I do feel 
As life dwelt only in thy presence, sweet. 
And all the rapt emotions I have proved. 
When thou did'st own my pangs not quite unfelt. 
Seize on my heart-strings with resistless force. 
Teaching how keen the agony to part. 

Hel, The times are ill assorted with thy thoughts. 
Discord uprears her flaming torch on high, 
Disseyering hands but late in friendship knit, 
To place within their gripe the gleaming steel. 
I do feel as an English woman should. 
But, oh, not less than a fond woman ought 
Whose lover battles on the adverse side. 
Whose triumph is disastrous to her land^ 
Filling with tears the eye should beam with joy ! — 
Oh, Rullecourt, had we never, never, met, 
How much of misery had been spar'd ns twain ! 

RuL Let me, then, dwell for ever with thee, sweet. — 
What matters it who conquers — ^which doth win. 
Country, and home, and friends, all rest in thee. 
Nor shall I mourn whatever for thee I leave. 

HeL An idle dream, from which thou must awake : 

Altho' I weep the sad necessity, — 

I'd sooner see thee dead than live disgraced : 

Ay, such I know would be thy feelings, too. 

When the first transports of thy love were past. 

We now must part, but when to meet again. 

He who doth shape our mortal destinies 

Alone can tell. 
BuL Nay, wherefore should we part? 

Wilt not a sharer of my voyage be. 

And partner of my fate and fortunes both ? 

HeL Not whilst our lands are hostile ! Never ! No — 
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The daughter of an honour'd soldier ne'er 
By hase desertion will her father grieve-*- 
With his approval^ in the front of daj. 
Her willing heart a willing hand will yield. 
But, now, farewell — «waj — prepare for France* 
If thou encounter^ st Pierson, — dost thou note^- 
Rememher I He is Helen's friend and thine. 

Rul. I will not, 'gainst him, raise a hand of ham^ 
Sufficient master of his fence am I 
Myself to guard without assailing him« 
But, we shall meet again 7 

Hel. Oh, BuIIeoonri, yes — 

One last sad meeting ere you quit the isle* 

Eul. The saints protect the^ dearest, sweetest^ maid. 
And guard thy heauties with a watohfbl eye. 

He kneels on one knee. She emtende ker kmnd wAiek ie 
is about to kiee, when Pibrson enters abruptly between 
them, turns his back on Rvllkcourt, and looks sternly 
at Helen, who has e»elaimed^^ 

Hel* Piersonf 

Pier. I sought thee, Lady, by thy sire's command* 

He datih. require thy presence* 

Hel. Out, alas I 

Without delay I shall attend his wish — 
Most evil chance — I c8nnot-*-^yes — ^I must, 
Eren at sacrifice of maiden shame. 
Make one firm effort to divide the foes* 
Baron, your arm ? 

Pier. I prithee, pardon me. 

It is of import thou should* st go alone^ 
Be Rullecourt and myself have business here. 

Hel. Now by the love oft vow'd I charge you. Sir, 
Let not your arm be rais'd against his life I 

(Aside to KuLLECOtJRT. She looks anxiously at both, and 
goes off. They eye each other Jbr some time in silence.) 
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Sul. I wait thy pleasure, Pierson, praj proceed. 

Pier^ A female presence only cans'd delay : 
My purport here to call thee to account^* 
When thou cam'st hither my invited guest. 
In the full confidence of cred'lous truth, 
I frankly told thee of my hapless love, 
A circumstance which honourable minds^ 
Would deem a tie sufficient to restrain 
Every attempt against another^ s suit ! — ' 
How thou hast acted must be answered now. 
My confidence in tenderest point abused. 
Myself thy stalking horse most basely made, 
To steal the love thou kneVst my fondest hope. 

Rtd. Thon wrongest me^ Pierson. On my soul thou dost. 
Thy passion found no favour, well thou know*8t. 
In Helen's bosom, ever cold to thee. 

Pier. And, therefore, would' st thou warm it for thine own f 

An open, manly, course had better been, 

It might have spar'd thine honour and thy friend — 

I might, perchance, mine own fond suit withdrawn, 

Had'st thou thy love but candidly confess^ 

But, as it is, I look upon thee, now, 

A villain, treacherous as he is base, 

My eager sword leaps forth to prove my speech. 

(Dravs* and Hands on defence.) 
But. Ha ! 

{Svddenly laying his hand upon hie eword, then cheeking 

himself.) 

But, no, thy disappointment I can feel. 

And will submit even to this from thee. 

Pier. Dar'st thou, with mock humility, insult T 

For this and others, quick, Sir, make atone. 

Rul. I have no quarrel to thee, Pierson, none — 

For various reasons I'd in peace depart. 

Pier. No quarrel sa/st thou? What! No quarrel? None? 

Hold'st me so light that thus thou dar'st to hope, 

like a tame snake,'I'd bear my injuries ? 

No, by yon Heav'n ! When thou did'st seek to swerve 
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The priz'd affections of the maid I lov'd, 
Thou should* St have every hazard, careful, weigh' d. 
And known to one or hoth thine act hore doom : 
Thou seek'st to wrong me, yet the spirit lack'st» 
To hear thee out in thine unworthy course. 

RuL Would* st thou, for eyer mute, hare held my tongue. 
Lest hy my speaking I might anger thee ? 
Unreasonahle man, I wrong' d thee not — 
I never sought to turn affection's tide — 
She whom thou lov'dst no equal passion own'd. 
If me she view'd with more congenial eye, 
Prithee, think calm, then say was I to hlame, 
Timprove the 'vantage kindly fortune gave ? 

Pier, Seek not to aggravate thine insults, Sir, 
Lest I should stah thee^ even as thou stand' st, — 
Wilt draw before I strike thee ? 

Rid, Well thou know'st 

I can fight freely when occasion serves. 

Pier, I knew thou once could'st, but I well believe 
That fraud and villainy converts to coward. 

Eul. Retract that word — Pierson, retract that word — 
Let not the friendship of our early years» 
Expire the victim of imagin'd wrongs. 

Pier. Thee and thy friendship, I, contemptuous, spurn — 
I front thee as my nation's foe and mine. 
And, since no other means will serve to rouse. 
Take that, I say, and look to thy defence ! 

(Strikes him with hie eword,) 
" Rul. Pierson, that blow shall dearly be aveng'd ! 

(They fight. Pierson forces him on his knee. Raymond 
enters and beats up his point,) 

Ray. Stand back — ^give way — nay. Sir, you harm him not 
Whilst I can wield a blade in his defence. 

Pier. Have at ye both. An English arm ne'er shrinks 
From Frenchmen's odds ! 

Rul. Raymond, desist, away — 

Would' st thou for ever sink De Rullecourt's name. 
By this attack upon a single foe ? 
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Stain not tliy friend by sueh disgraceful aid. 
His arm can yet protect its master's head. 
So, Pierson, to thy guard before I sheathe 
My point within thy heart ! (Tkey engage.) 

Enter Barb. am, ^and six Greimdiers of the 95th Regt, 

Bar. Hold! Surrender! 

Frenchmen, you are my prisoners ! 

Rvl. 1 

Ray. > Prisoners ? 

Pier. J 

Bar. Ay, prisoners ! Unless that you can muzzle 
These terriers of mine ! Why, Major, what ! 
You've guess' d, by instinct sure, my errand, now. 
And sought its purport to anticipate ; 
England, at length, has started into life. 
And hurl'd her gauntlet in the teeth of France,— 
War once more is proclaimed ! 

Ray. (aside,) Umph ! so ! Indeed 7 

Sooner than thought for, but it matters not. 

Rul. Behold the end of fancied glory's aim ! (aside.) 

Bar. Nay, prithee. Gentlemen, look not so sad. 
For, though our countries war, it follows not 
That we must, therefore, turn to enemies, — 
And, yet, the Major and yourselres appear 
To hare some relish for my present news. 
But, to the Governor, who, doubtless, will 
Accord the privilege of fair parole. 

Pier. Give no parole, De Rullecourt — 
As my guests hither, in safety, ye, unconscious, came, — 
Mine be the care ye go in safety hence. 

Rtd. Thy well known honour taught me to expect 
No less than this, — ^I cannot help but curse 
The evil hour that ever made us foes, — 
But, oh ! how blest the hour that sees us friends. 

Pieri That hour is past for aye. But, doubt me not, 
m find some means to send you safe to France, 
That duty done — ^hostile my ev'ry thought. 

Bar. Gentlemen, on ! The Governor attends ! 
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Fier. Tho' interraptioii mar our parpose now. 
Some future hour may more propitious prove. 
To satisfy mj honour and my wrongs. 

Rul. If fate permit, I will not baulk thy wish. 
Pier. Enough 1 The pledge of both is ohronicled. 
And when our blades again in oonflict cross 
Their gUttering shine must wear a purple hue-* 
Not to a bloodless soabbard thus return. 
Bar. On ! 

[Exeunt on one side Lisut. Barham and Scldiera^ mth 
Raymond and Rullecourt, who enQchanffea looks of 
defiance with Pierson as he goes off on the other side, 

SND OF FIRST ACT, 



ACT SECOND. SCENE FIRST. 

Apaitment in Goverament House. 

Enter Goysrnor and Pierson. 

Crov. What think' st thou, Pierson, of this strange affiiir? 

Pier, That it keeps pace with all Be Rullecourt's acts. 
But proves his brain more shallow than I thought ; 
I knew him ever rash and volatile — 
Th' obedient slave to every passing whim. 
Each present joy deeming a bliss supreme^ — 
Thus as ambition, love, or glory move. 
They hold the transient mast'ry of Ms soul. 
Ability he hath, and courage, too. 
But not the steadiness that should direct, — 
Therefore, I ween, that any enterprise 
Headed by him will meet wi& no success. 

Gov, His recent aim, but scurvy in its luck. 
And yet not ill-digested in its plan. 
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The perseyerance that Be Rullecoart lacks, 
Believe me, compensated by his friend. 

Pier. His trusty fbllower, Raymond de Yismesf 
A better soldier never took the field, 
Nor think I man possessed a firmer friend. 
Rullecourt has prov'd this, let him have a care^ 
How he converts that friendship into hate. 

€h>v. What ! Is there any fikelihood of that T 

Pier. I know not. Sir, but still a whisper runs 
That Leonie, the sister of De Yismes 
Was woo'd and won by Rullecourt's fickle smile. 
Who now abandons her for your fair child ;-— 
When this is known*— as quickly it mast be--* 
To the impetuous Norman, whose regard 
Doth much surpass most brothers' toidemess :•«« 
His rage, like the explosion of a mine. 
Will, in its passage, carry blood and doom. 

Gov. And Helen loves her country's enemy ! 
Would she beheld with her old father's eye— <- 
Which fondly points to Pierson for a son. 

Pier. It may not be. Not mine the gifted art-* 
With pliant, easy, grace to twine my9elf 
Around a lady's heart. I cannot call 
The passion which is rooted deeply here* 
To flow in glowing fustian from my Up, 
I cannot rhapeodize my anguisb'd pangfl» 
Nor quote the poets with theatric air, — 
Nor, antic, lisp the thousand, senseless noughts. 
Which find such free acceptance with the fair : 
These, Sir» are arts beyond a aoldiet^s reacji. 

Gov. Yet, one^ I de^dmy Helen's heart thine own. 

Pier. Alas! It was my evil destiny 
To deem so, too ; but when my suit I pres^ 
With a dull ear my ardent vows she heard. 
Turning my raptures into agony 
With proffer of her sisterly regard. 
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Gov. Still assididtj mig^t much effect 
To win her to thj bosom's wannest wish. 

Pier, Nerer, oh» nerer ! Hate to lore t» changfd^ 
Rooted dislike to tenderness intense^ — 
But never will the pulses of her heart 
Beat aught unevenly at Pierson s name. 

Gov. Thou know* at her father^s dearest wish is thiiie! / 
Then, as this wayward Frenchman is remov^d^ 
Persist, for when mj Helen truly knows 
How great thy valour, honour, virtue, truth. 
They'll find an echo in her gentle breast, 
And she shall wonder at her blindness past. 

Pier. Nay, Sir, not so. I know it b the mode 
With certain damsels only to be won * 

"By much solicitation. Helen, Sir, 
May boast a soul much more magnanimous. 
Not hers thus basely palter with true love ! — 
But, were it other, my sensibxlity 
Is far too keen and shrinkingly alive 
To bargain for a modest maiden's han^ 
As would a butdier for a well fed ox. 
No, once denied, my suit is at an end. 
Nor would I waste a single argument,—* 
But, we are interrupted — 

Enter Barham. 

Gov. How now, friend Barham? News, I se^ you bear; 

Bar. Oh, splendid news ! Sudi a determin'd act! 
I've witness' d. Sir, a feat as truly bold 
As history did ever chronicle ! 

Gov. Its nature, pray ? Gome, Sir, we are attent. 

Bar. Oh, had it been my luck to have achieved it, 
Fd freely give the best bone in my skin ! 
A gallant deed. Sir, a most gallant deed ! 
Two hours ago, three miles to windward of 
The Noirmont point, a vessel hove in sights 
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The spotless ensign floating from her peak 
Grave certain tokens of her Gallic hirth. 
A Jack was quickly flying at the fore. 
Whilst from the hollow of her armed sides, 
A flashy succeeded hy the thunder's roar, 
Proclaim'd her reckoning on the Norman coast, 
To which she thus, for pilot, signal made. 

Gov. Well ? 

Bar. Two noble youths, Sir, would their names I knew. 

For, from my inmost soul, I honour them. 
Boldly launched forth to bring her into port. 
Thou'rt *ware the Jersiais, in speech, are French, 
Although true Britons at their true heart's core. 
Their language prov'd destruction of the foe. 
Who freely gave their ahip to their controul — 
They crack' d upon her — ^rang^d her 'longst the quay. 
When I, with ten score of the ninety-fifth, 
Secur'd the prize exultingly achieVd. 
How thinks Your Excellency ? Was it not rare ? 

Gov. Gallant, indeed ! The vessel's force, I pray? 

Betr. A smart corvette, with twenty long eighteens. 
And three half hundred John Crapauds to man 'em— 
From Havre last. Ten days at sea without 
A single capture. At the first, we thought 
She might be straggler of De Bullecourt's fleet. 
But either Davy Jones their guardian proves. 
Or they've well batter'd to St. Maloes got. 

Giw. Where are the pris'ners of this smart afPair? 

Betr. Safe in the castle nam'd from good Queen Bess, 
Wliere they can still inhale the ocean breeze. 

Gov. And Rullecourt's armament is quite dispers'd ? 

Bar. Entirely so. Faith, lucky for himself. 
Else had the isle been master of his bones. 
Jersey will ne'er be conquer' d, rest assur'd. 

Gov. Not whilst her sons prize honour more than life. 
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And with their swords their hearths resolved goard-^ 
The foe a powerful one to make her yield. 
But business. Gentlemen^ — ^walk you widi me? 

Bar. Your pardon^ Sir. I am in haste to join 
My bold confederates in Gforey Bay. 

Gov, A pleasant ride» Sir, — Pierson, fare thee well ! lExit. 

Bar. Major ! I pray what makes thee look so trut^ t 

Pier. A woman^ Barham ! 

Bar. Umph ! I thought as mnch. 

Where misery or mischief is the game^ 
Women are always at the bottom on't. 

Pier. Why, Barham, is there aug^t would make thee sad? 

Bar. A (hoasand^ thousand, thousand, thousand things^ 
Lack of promotion — ^lack of money, Sir — 
Lack of good wine and of good fellowship-^ 
Even the self-same thing that saddens you — 
The lack of tempting, teasing, jilting woman I 

Pier. That is an evil thou need'st never fear. 
Just thou the man by wanton fate decreed. 
To hold a sure place in weak woman's heart. 

Bar. Would that thy words were true — ^wherefore I pray 
Such sweet conclusions in my favour draw'st ! 

Pier, Because you much profess, yet nothing mean-^ 
Whilst I, with soul sincere, am scorn' d, despis'd. 

Bar. Not by all women, Major,*«-^so says fame-^ 
Now, lucky as thou deem'st me, why, I'd give 
No Uttle sum to learn thy mystery— 
Thou'st hut to ope tliy Hps and in they drop 
Like ripen'd peaches to be munch' d at will. 
Rejected quotha ? Well, I like that much ! 
What man more general &v'rite with the sex ! 

Pier. I prithee speak' st thou of the modest part? 

Bar. Pooh ! All are modest till one finds 'em out. 
Faith, my inclinings ever strongest still. 
The most complying ever most to prize. 
But, fare thee well, I must to Mont Orgueil. [Eacii. 
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Pier. Ay, — go thy ways, contemner of a sex. 
Whose worth thou either wilt or canst not scan — 
LoTe*s searching fever ne'er will scathe thy breast. 
Yet happier thine than Pierson's doating hear(« 
Brave, generous, wealthy, reckless, merry, gay. 
He views hfe merely as 'twete made for him. 
And sucks the honey fsora each offer'd flower,—- 
The surest aim philosophy can reach. 
Alas, De RuUecourt, when I look upon 
Our early friendship tum'd to deadly hate. 
And see thee master of the heart I sought, 
I feel that earth can never charm me more. 
What mental desolation can transcend 
The wretch whose very life blood wastes away 
With hopeless, hapless, mad, despairing, love ? 
Oh, torture, torture ! Vanish fatal dream — 
Let martial glory be my idol now, — 
Yet would I gladly yield the brightest fame 
That man e*er 'complished, but to know myself 
The unrivall'd lord of Helen's trusting heart. 
No more. She's here. Be silent every grief. 
Nor let her note the anguish of my soul. 

As Hei^en enters he crosses her, bows, and is about to 

go off, when she speaks, 
HeL Pierson, I prithee do not shun me thus, — 
Ken tho' thou deem'st that I have done thee wrong, 
I trust thou wilt not, all unheard, condemn. 
Unknowing that which Helen would advance. 
In mitigaticm of her fancied crime. 

Pier. Helen and crime 1 I cannot hear such words. 
If aught there be for Pierson to condemn. 
It is his own unpardonable sin. 
Presumptuously to aspire to thee-*- 
Thy heart was thine to make its own f^ee dioice. 
And shall I, for that I was all unblest, 
Censure the wrongs ne'er of that heart's device ? 
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Hel. We battle Tainly unth afieetion's tide^ 
Altho' I cannot meet thj wsnneflt wish. 
Yet do I feel thy modest, trae regard. 
Doth merit all that Helen e*er could grant. 
Would' st thou but view me with a brother^s eye, 
I, as a tender sister, would exult, 
And prove the ardour of my fond esteem. 

Pier. It cannot be. Our destinies are marked. 
And we must bear them. Lady, as we may. 
Fate doth permit no ties between us twain. 
But, tho' we part, thy happiness is mine. 
And if poor Pierson can in aught preyail. 
His heart's best blood is ready at thy call. 

Hel. Would' st see me happy? 

Pier. Happy T Dost thou mean — 

Hel. Would' st know me happy, Pierson, yea, or nay? 

Pier. Howe'er so purchas'd, be assur'd I would. 

Hel. Oh, then, forego thy private, deadly feud. 

(He looks at her and is going. She excknmi — 
Is't thus. Sir, that thou serv'st me ? Pierson, well. 
Thy words mere flourishes — ^but empty sound. 
Nor must the wretched Helen dare complain. 

Pier. Wherefore dodt urge this most detested theme? 
Thy hated minion now is safe in France, 
Where Pierson' s arm is yet too scant to reach. 

Hel. True, but I feel conviction on my brain. 
That Eullecourt will ere long again be here. 

Pier. And if he should, he shall be frankly met — 
Thou would' st not have me traitor for thy sake. 
Or wrong ihe trust my Sovereign confides ? 

Hel. rd have thee act as well, I know thou wilt, 
With the firm daring of a British heart — 
'My only pray'r while thou repel' st the foe. 
To seek no single combat — ^private strife. 
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Yes, Helen's tears would flow as bitterly 
For him that loved her^ as for him she lores. 

Pier, "What is decreed we might in vain avoid — 
Whilst seas divide us Rullecourt may be safe. 
Bat, should he violate fair Jersey's soil 
By foul invasion, Pierson wiU be found 
The foremost in the very foremost ranks. 
To dash his triumph, else enhance it more : 
A soldier^ s conquest, or a soldier's bier ! 
When honour bids me to the battle field. 
In Britain's cause — ^my life I freely yield. [Exit, 

Hel. Thus feels the hero. 'Tis not hard to die. 
When grateful nations weep their ^glorious doom. 
It must be so, for e'en my woman's soul 
Hath proudly at my country's conquests swell'd — 
How is it now? Alas, the fatal hour. 
That gave my young affections to a foe ; 
I fear — I fear my life must answer it. 
The rays of glory seldom pour their shine 
O'er the plain cenotaph where woman rests — 
When woman dies, she fades from memory ; — 
Her worth, her virtues, unrecorded aU, — 
No chronicle her patient griefs to tell. 
No blazon of domestic sufferance 
Tho' such as might subdue the warrior I 
But, wherefore Helen murmur against fate. 
Or bend to unavailing, weak regret ? 
Endure thy fortunes — curb the rising sigh — 
And prove, if duty bids, thou dar'st to diej [Exit, 
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SCENE SECOND. 

Gorey Bay. Mont OrgueU Castle, a prominenl feature of the Scene* 

The Sea in the back ground» with the Fleet very indistinctly seen. 
On one side of the Stage is an earthem Fort, with ditch, ramparts, 
and embrasures — cannon mounted — a signal staff in one of the 
angles. Stage dark. 

Enter Raymond, meeting Osmyn. 

Ray. Well ? Hast thoa aught important kamt T 

Om. No! 

Careless by oar discomfiture become^ 
This sluggish fort seems sunk in slumber. 

Bay. Mistaken art thou— active wstch and word 
With little ostentations kept within ; 
And clid we not our foe outnumber far. 
We should obtain no eas^ victorj. 
Young Harry Barham, soldier good as tru^ 
Doth hold this post, and were he not betrayed 
His Talour might defeat our enterprise-^ 
Treason, our safeguard, — his diaeomfiture-— 
Thou seest these cannon, Osmyn? 

Om. Ay, full weH. 

Ray. They look most formidable^ do th^ notf 

Own. They do. 

Ray. 'TIS but appearance, not reaKtyv 

For all have secretly, my Mend, been-spik'd. 

Osm. Say* st thou! How accomplished? 

Ray. Oh, Sir, by that 

Which can accomplish every mortal aim — 
Gold, Osmyn, gold ; the master spirit still ; 
But, wherefore loiters Rullecourt on the main. 
Why not debark with cautious promptitude—- 
If long he tarries, day will reach the dawn ; 
Bold efforts to be certain, must be swift. 
And we can only prosper by surprise. 
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Osfn. Nay, fear Him not, ere loi^ Jie will 1^ here; 

But have we friends, I pray, within ibe fort ? 
Bay. A friend wh^ve treason opetk» up tbe gates. 

That we may enter imcffos'd and aafe ; 

But I hate treaefaeiy, e'en wfailai it iserreB, 

And rather would {ly BMnhood wia the pri^e, 

Osmyn, I fear my sister is hetrayied. 

And that De BuUecourt clings to Hden's lore* 
Ono. Siiow'at thou for that no skilful remedy ? 
Bay. N^e, save to siaite De JLjuHecourt to the earth* 
Osm. Indeed i I think Vd find a node im sure* 
Bay. Check not thy sfieed), hik give H fltienit 909f>eu 
Ogm. 'Midst the oonfiimnof the ei^ur'd iows^ 

This Helen might he mis^tnghrrXmght she not ? 
Bay. Ha? 

Osm. Nor need «he meet tint genend's eye again f 
Bay. Proceed, prqceed*- 1 gasp to learn thy diift- 
Osm. A random shot-r-puire a«cidisnt, of oouirae^ 

Bemoves for aye thy si^ter'jS irivajl hene^ 

And leaves her, undiluted, BtUlloeowrt's loye* 
Bay. Is arch fiend wri^f^n in my wwHifeytaiiipe 

Thou think'st me fit for deeid ^ hmtJMe 7 

Osm. The deed might much advaittc^ henmt^ 

It is the custom of my ttimntfj» Sir, 

When we can silently aebie?e our mm 

To act at once, ^nd no rrfdia m^mjfi^ fme. 

In arguing of its propriety. 
Bay. Thank Heav'n, I am no ccinntiTii^i^ of lA^ 

But native of a just henignant knd» 

Where Ufe and liberty are hdd secure. 

Wouldst sink the soldi w lo i^ oo|nmon ^hhj^f 

Or have me stain my honouri^Ie fwae 

With a fond womim's unanspicions blood 7 

Or wouldst thou have my Leonie Aacend 

The nuptial couch a rival's gore o'erfow'd 7 ^1 
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Or, dost tliO|^ tlmik, ivere I to do all Ham, 
Tliat Leoide eoold stin her lirotlier love f 
No, not to ssre 117 sistei^s heait-striiig^ 8n; 
Shall bair of Hden's head h]r me be haim'd. 

Ona. It is not ne e dful tlioa p er fe i m the deed, 
Tlioa hast a fritlifbl fiicnd at thj ewmnani^ 
And he a weiqpon that hot mdj fink. 

Bay. Thjndf thon mean'stt 

Otm, I do. Who dse ao pvompt? 

Bay. Conld'st nniider one iifao nofer injued thee T 

(km. A Chzistian*s death to Alkh sacrifice. 
Beward, not paniahmeDt, attends the deed ; 
Bnt even did there, thon did'st save mj liil^ 
And I do owe thee three in gntitod^^ 
Then let thy sister's rival be the first. ^ 

Bay. No;, by mj hope of immortality— 
Could I» in hearty eonaent to socb an act. 
Not mine the hand firom its peifimnance shrink ; 
But, thou the lovely being ne'er beheld. 
Who, in blind fuiy, thou wonld'st immolate^ 
Else were thy fiinty bosom quite subdu'd :— 
In the blest hour when Helen saw the ligbt^ 
All bounteous nature strove to render her 
The perfect'st picture of her handy work. 
Showering ber treasures with a lavisb hand— 
Her foot, her limb, ber zone^ ber neck, her ^e^ 
But the divisions of tbe beauteous whole 
That form this peeiless paragon of love I 
I lack the poet's or tbe painter's art 
To shadow ^balf ber fascinating grace. 
Young, beautiful, and gentle, where she moves 
Men's hearts in rapt'rous adoration bend. 
Whilst her glad smile, like -sun-li^t on the sea. 
Pours a bright flood of joy into the soul 
Of him on whom its 'witching glories Ml. 
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Osm, Thou speak'st of Helen as thyself did love ! 

Bay, Half that I feel I lack the power to speak. 
Lwe saj'st thou, Osmyn ! Oh, the tenn is ice, 
111 fitting mine idolatry of woe, — 
Since my ill-&ted passion, like the lamps, 
Which in your mausoleums waste their light, 
Must feed unseen, unknown, within my heart. 

Osm. Wherefore I pray? Why,hootlessshould'st thou sigh? 

Ray, Is not De Rullecourt master of her heart. 
And doth not gallant Pierson sue in yain ? 
Would' st have De Yismes to swell the joyless list ? 

Ornn, Wilt tamely yield her false De Rollecourt's prise. 
And suffer him thy sister's love to shame ? 

Ray, Not this the time for such a controversy—- 
Ended our present enterprise, he sure 
He does me right, or feels the vengeance due. 

(hm. If thy regard he on this Helen fix'd. 
And if thou hold'st her life so precious, 
Might'st thou not compass thine own happiness, 
And with thine own, assure thy sister^ s, too ; 

Ray, I comprehend thee not, I pray speak plain. 

Osm, Her person may he seized, and she conveyed . 
In safety 'cross the seas to Normandy, — 
Whither, whene'er thou followest, he it thine 
To revel in the charms thy soul adores. 

Ray, A hrave device to win a lady's heart. 
It suits well with thine Oriental hrain. 
But is not fashion'd for our colder chme. 
Where freedom is the just prerogative 
Of those dear heings who confer on life. 
All that it owes of sweetness or of grace. 
'Tis Helen's love fond Baymond would achieve. 
To offer violence not sure the way 
Wherehy to compass such hlest mastery. 

Osm. We manege hetter on the Asian shore-r- 
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Bat, still, mdefl^mjinefiioiybeilfiHih, 

Fve heari of dnasels borne by iatceot hwad. 

From home and fneoda^ resen'd fay some bold knigfat^ 

Who, in iqiproTBlof his gaUantfj* 

Received the fair one's gnteliil heart and hand ! 

Cbold'^Bt thou not point the moral of my tale ? 

Bay. Thoa'it an apt totor, Osmjm. I p ew rire 
*Aj purpose cleariy, bat I like it not ; 
Therefore no more on*t» Osmyn, let it pass — 
If honourable means wonld not avail, 
Fd die or ere I'd tarnish my ftk finne. 
No, not to win the empire of hersool. 
Would Raymond seek for adrentiticNis aid. 
Which grseiooa H^Kven the hnver doth deny* 

Omm. Then dream not Hden ever wffl be tiiinei • 

Bay. Better diat than that she should despise mew 
I tell thee Osmyn^ thon dost nmdi ndstake ;— 
The free bom maids of fiaglaad and of Fnuuxw 
Bear no affinily to the ibod 8hnne8> 
Tour Eastern harems teem with. 

CAMt!» I oonseaa 

My error ftankly. In my conntry. Sir, 
Hie female bows, submissive^ to her lord. 
Bat in your proud and highly palish'd land» 
The men I ever find the wmneki's thrtdls! 

Bay.. Hist ! Heard you not the steakhy dqi of oars T 
It is^ it is — De Rullecourt is astir — 
Pereeiv'st not on the durk faoriaon's ver^e, 
A stirring scene upon the tranquil sea. 

Osm. Ay, indistinedy, Sir, I can d ia e esn 
The eager troops who throng tite crowded boata* 

(Boats Jilied mUh soUken mn sein, tery impetftdlly €ti 
first. They yraduali^ became l/orfer m& ikay o^^proaA 
the shore J 

Bay. But one word more of Helen. If ihat thou 
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Hold'st Bajmond's frieaddiip to be worth thy care» 
AttiNBpt no ii^ury by thought or aot.-^ 
If thou should* st harm her,— ^wert but l^ a breathy— ^ 
Not hell should shdter thee from my rerenge — 
Thou hast my miAd«-^I need not say, bewue ! 

Osm. Nay, nay, Oe Vismea^ my wish alone to server — 
But since rejeeted every offered means. 
Let Helen live, it is to me alike 
As were she sleeping with her aaoestors. 

Bay. Enough. Prepare lor action, for at length 
The leading boat doth grind the hoadle strand. 
And RuUecourt gives his banner to the breese. 
BULI.BCOURT ^ttM^ Frweh dfbarA* 

RuL Ah, Jersey I Do I tread diee ooae agvn ? 
'nioa wear'st to me the a^p«ct of a friend. 
And seem'st to dasp me to thy wilfing breaet^ 
As if thou hail'dst I)e RuUeeourt for thy I^ord. 
And I am come, sweet island, to assert 
My prinoely title» else to mix my day 
With the dear soil I've ever lov'd so w^ 
When hat we parted my ibnd hopes were cru3h'd, 
But now I dasp thee with a soldier's arm. 
And* with a sovereign's pride will cheriah thee I 
Baymondp my finend, how fti^ea our enterprise 7 

J2ay. £'en aa our hearts could wish* This petty fort 
Can offer no resistance. At our eall 
Its gatf« mil open 19 to wekom^ na i 

(Dmmi» tktfoH beaU to qwxrUrn^) 
Death and conrfusion ! Wherefore thatidann X 
Am I, ngt Barhimi^ then* !the vyiain'a 4qpe, 
Or hath his vigilance difi^^^ar'd ua? 
Quick, form the mei^ awl <m to the attanfe-^ 
Let^s strike ere they (?« rdly from their feenr. 

UuL Forward lies honotir-^feul disgrace 
Who value Frances* glory — chai^;e--away !— *• 
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(The 9oldier8 cheer and go off with Db Rullecourt. 
They are seen croedng the fosse^ sealing the outworks — 
at the same time Barham appears at one of the guns 
with artiUerymen and lighted matehek.) 
Bar. Quick, point the gun, and sweep the colnmn down — 
Damnation ! spik'd ? Ah ! Treachery's at work ! 
Stand to jour arms, Uuls, we shall heat 'em still. 

Rul. Forhear! Forbear! Resistance is in vain. 
Surrender, Barham. — T\& De RuHecourt calls ; 
Thou canst not hope to hold thy nerveless fort. 
Then spare the unnecessary waste of blood — 
A fruitless opposition must entail ! 

Bar, Win it and wear it, then your triumph boast. 
Up with the colours of Old England, boys 1 

(Union Jack hoisted at the staff,) 
I've sworn to do my best in their defence, 
And will not yield without a blow or two. 
Look to yourselres there ! Fire ! 

(The action commences on both sides, terminating in 
Rullecourt's fatxmr, whose troops get possession of 
the fart, and compel the English to surrender. The Union 
Jack is struck and re-hoisted with the white flag of 
France above it. Some French soldiers are left in the 
fort to guard the prisoners, Barham gives his sword 
to RuLLECOURT, with whom Raymond, Osmyn, and 
troops, he comes forward,) 
Bui, Thank Heaven ! this victory hath bloodless proved— 
I would not drain the veins of valiant men, 
MHbo'd rashly venture 'gainst such fearful odds. 

Bar. Nay, thank the villainy that spiked our gunsf, 
Or victory might choose the other side. 

Bui. ril not dispute it. My brave Barham, 
I've not forgot thy courtesy, when late. 
Myself a prisoner, and, in return. 
My gratitude I fain would manifest, — 
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Thou ma/st depart on giving the parole 
Thou tak'st no further party in this strife. 

Bar, Faith> Baron^ I'll thine own example take 
And hold myself your honour's prisoner^ 
A term I ween of no heart breaking span 
When Pierson learns of this entanglement : 
Your force seems somewhat feeble in amount 
To keep the Island. K that you could scale 
Old Bess's castle, easily as this. 
You'd find some eight score of your countrymen 
Lodg'd there by me. They might prove serviceable. 

BiU. Such an event may happen. Meanwhile, Sir, 
Wilt thou stay here, or wilt thou on with us ? 

Bar, Oh, on by all means. I would see the sport. 

Bui. Raymond, my friend, see the Lieutenant meets 
All honour that safe keeping will admit. 

JSoy. Tho' chang'd our places, let me hope, brave Sir, 
Our private friendship suffers no eclipse. 

Bar, Not so. Thy foe in arms. In private still thy friend. 

BuL Enough, enough. My brave compatriots 
Fortune's smiles are ours. This our first blow 
Opes a bright prospect of a glorious course. 
Be resolute and success is assur'd. 
The Grovemor our prisoner, Jersey falls. 
And we become the masters of her fate. 
Let France's glory animate your souls 
To deeds of noble daring. On, brave friends, — 
On towards St. Helier^s. [Exeunt. 

XND OF 8BC0NO ACT. 
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ACT THIRD. SCENE FIRST. 

Audience HaU in Govemment-hooae. Loud shouting, and the explo- 
■ion of fire-arms heard as the curtain rises. 

Enter Hblxn, fiUJUwtd by hovnm and ether womm* 

HeL What mean those dreadful shouts ? 

XoN. >Iadain, they Bay 

Ten thousand French have landed on our coast; 
And that the fort near Mont Orgueil is ta'en* 
Whilst their main body have possess'd the town. 

HeL Can it be possible I 

Lou. 0\ 'tis true Ma*am^ 

(ShouU withonU.) 
And, hark, I hear them at our very gates — 
Well all be murdered. Ma'am, or sometUng worse. 

Hd. Compose yourselves* no harm can reach you here ; 
Prophetic like, I eir'd not in my thoughts, — 
This, Rulleoourt, is thy work ; but, oh, I fear 
Thon hast not wisely reckon'd the event — 
Report doth largely blaxon thine array ; 
But, then, report a common liar still. — 
I much misdoubt of thine ability 
To cope with those who will confront thee straight. 

(Shouting again.) 
They come, they come. — Let me, at once, retire — 
I will not stay to mark my £ithcr's shame. 

[Exeunt Helen and women. 

Enter De Rullecourt, Raymond, Osmyn, French ojffleere 
and eoUUerek yoUh the Govbiinor and Barham prieonere, 

Eul. AMbo' De RoUeoooit eomes in hoatUe guise. 
Believe, in penon, he is still thy friend ; 
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His acts shaU prove this better than mere words — 
Withdraw the guards into the outer hall. 
And see aU ordered in a peacefiil way. 

[Exeunt French Ofieers and troops. 
The capital and other posts our own. 
And e'en your Excellency prisoner held. 
Surrender unconditional we claim ; — 
Sign this i^pitulation, which enjoins, 
All of inferior rank to lay down arms. 

€rov. Baron de Bullecourt, as your prisoner. 
Thou know'st that I am pow'rless, and constrained : 
I need but only bid thee recollect, 
E'en did this document my name disgrace. 
It still were but a worthless instrument : 
What offi&r would heed its vile contents ? 
Thou bidd'st me damn a poor but spotless nam^ 
Without advantagmg thy cause or thee. 

Osm. Sign thou the paper. We will judge of that. 

jRv/. Peace fellow, peace ! Dai^st thou so far presume? 
I will do all to prove my true respect ; 
But France and Louis likewise claim their dues, 
Which friendship must not lure me to forego—- 
I do entreat thee sign the paper. Sir. 

Crov. Thou hast the power, and I, perforce, obey, 
pjrotesting strongly 'gainst such violence. 

Bay, Beseech thee hearken to my argument ; 
Amid the mass of Bullecourt's followers. 
Many there are to reg'lar war unus'd. 
Such men, howe'er so valiant in themselves, 
Tb hard to curb by steady discipline ; 
Shonld'st thou refuse this act to implement. 
An act they estimate beyond its worth, — 
We dare not answer for the consequence. 
And, much as we should grieve, I fear me. Sir, 
St, Helier's might be fired and pillag'd too. 
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Bar. He reasons r^tlj. E'en the paper aign* 
If I surviye, I am an etidence 
'Twas done to save the hel{^$s citiaens 
I^ni threatened plunder. 

Gov. Wellt wdl» I do consent* 

You've used the only argument oould mors 
Old Moses Corhett uncompell'd to yield. 
Cdre me the instrument of my disgtfaoe. 

We may> I hope withdraw* 

< 

Rtd. At your pleasure. 

Bar. And truly» Baron, it would pleasure me 
Woulds't thou hut take that worthless doeumenl 
Down to De Cart'ret» who Elis'heth holds^ 
Bid Aim respect its purport; hut» I pray 
Be not astounded at his impudenee^ 
For it may chance that he may dM>ose to keep 
The castle with two hundred cannon^ Sir^ 
Agiinst your Uioiisand ndiant musqueteers ; 
Nay he may e'en prove so eieeeding rash 
As give you hloody oockaconihs for your paint. 
Never mind that. Next see what Pi^rsoD says* 

Rid. Your council likes nie«. Sar> st^ passing iteQ 
It shall he mstant followed. 

Bar. (To Crovemor.J Most exoellefit^ 
Faith some men's heads are thicker than ston^ waBa 
I'd give my neact chance of a eOrapanjT 
To see the jig De Cart'ret wfll teaeh. 
Fare ye well> Sir. Gov^nor I att^id. 

[Esenmt Barham md QotBRKott. 

Ray. Thou dost not, surely^ mean As thtiu hast said? 
Without artillery the fbree of mab 
Before the castle spends itself ia vain^^ 

Rul. I know it Raymoad^ I would only Hiaiie 
A demonstratioa that we ace in foiice* 
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Prodaim our oonqocstt. Magnify our 
And vaunt a larger poir'r is on tbt seas 
To aid our enterprist. Leave nought midone 
To ittiuence De Cart'ret to yield. 

JSajf. This is hut reckless* fatal, waste of time. 
Here we are at the merey i3ii the foe-^ 
Push holdly on and heat 'em in detail. 
Ere they can shake this sudden panic off. 
Then may we look for sure stqpport Irom France^ 
But if they leam how thin our nnmhers aie^ 
We shall, like wasps, in our own nests he enish'd. 

Rul. Summon the castle firstr^Pterson oeztr-* 
Should they refuse, we'll to complianoQ heat 'em. 

Ray. Lose not the phanee thalfaVring ibrtane grants. 
If thou omit'st it we are surely }ost« 

Bui, Baymond, no more. Be it as I have said. 

Ray, Ere long tbonlt mourn this fotal obstinacy. 
Bullecourt, thy star of victory hath set. 
And quick discomfiture upon thee falls. 
But, I obey thy orders^ Osmyn, come. 

[Egmui Raymond amd Qsmyn. 

Rui. Am I in error? Shall I call him back 1 
My forces equal those that Pierson leads^ 
Saving the Jersiais, who I firmly tmst. 
Will join my banner, else look coldly on. 
Besides, I'm master of the oaj^tal. 
And hold the Governor in my eontmul ; 
To an invader most important points. 
Since they subdue the dating of the foe. 
But 'tis not that whidi keeps me firpm the fMld-^ 
My bosom bums to vi«w my Helen's face. 
And pants to fold her in my ardent elnsp. 

Snier Hblbk. 

Hel, Is't thus thou eom'st to seek ihy Helen's hand, 
With thine encrimson'd with her coimtry's gore ? ^q 
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Or would'st the daughter to the station^rsiae^ 
Whence her poor father in disgrace is hnrl'd ? 
Would I had died ere I had seen this day ! 

Rd. Why, Hden» seek'st to taunt thy Rolkeooit thus? 
This is no dyil strife, hut open war. 
Where hostile nations manfuUy contend. 

Hd, It may he, nay it w so ; yet it seems 
But little hotter to my woman's eye 
Than the worst picture of the worst of strifes. 
That he, so late a guest, in this same hall. 
Should now possess it as an enemy. 

JRti/. Thou judgest harshly, Helen. Was I not 
Some short time since thy father^s prisoner T 
True that to Pierson my escape was du^ 
A circumstance not binding me> I deem, 
To rust my sword in inactiTity ; . 
And, therefore^ when my gracious Sovereign, 
Ordain'd De Rullecourt to attack the isle. 
Subduing which, he should thenceforward hold. 
Subject to France, with title of a Prince, 
The hope to gild my Helen's lovely brow 
With a gay coronet, did urge me on. 
Boldly to win and lay it at her feet. 

Hel. And deem'st thou, then, it is already won ? 
Perceiy'st thou not the storm thou dost evoke ? 
What boots it that a paltry fort is thine;, — 
What that thou hast the town and €rovemor ? 
Thou hop*8t not, sure, De Cart'ret will yield. 
Or that thy numbers can withstand thy foes ? 
Thy Monarch should have granted ampler means. 

Rid. Ample my armament when France I lefl^ 
The elements have prov'd my sternest foes. 
Whelming two thousand of my bravest men. 
In the remorseless billows. But for that 
The island long ere this had all been mine : 
But speedy succours hasten to my aid. 



A TRAGEDY. 181 

HeL Bullepourty thou never wilt those sucoours see. 
Pierson approaches with the lightning^s speed. 
His own and country's vengeance to let loose; 
Without entrenchments all resistance vain, 
'Gainst the o'erwhelming numbers he will pour 
(hi thine undiscipliu'd, devoted band. 

Bui. Thou reasonest, but dost not understand ; 
War is no science for a maiden mind. 

HeL , Bom iathe camp, to me.war^s art is known — 
At least its theory, and that doth teach. 
The utter certainty of thy defeat. 

Rvl, Nay, mark me well, and be thyself oonvinc'd ; 
But two battalions of five hundred each, 
A part whereof defend. Elizabeth, 
Is the sole force that Pierson can command. 
Mine own array this number far exceeds, 
And the brave Jersiais, with open arms, 
The French will welcome as their truest friends. 

Hd. The Jersiais ! What ! Beckon' st thou then on that? 
They rush against thee breathing hate and death ! 
Still art thou blind to thy discomfiture 7 
The plaided highlanders and ninety-fiflh. 
Singly might thy tumultuous legions crush. 
But that thy overthrow may be assured, 
Jersey brings on two thousand of her best 
To wipe thy insult with thy blood away. 
Oh, fly De Bullecourt, whilst the time permits. 
Ere Helen's eyes shall see thee borne to earth. 
Or else again dragg'd as a pris'ner hence. 

"Rid. Not so, sweet girl, thy fears o'ermaster thee, 
De Bullecourt falls not quite such easy prey ; 
For, valiant as thy countrymen may be. 
There are as daring spirits on our side. 
Who can receive, ay, and return a blow : 
Granted our numbers may not equal theirs, 
Vict'ry doth sometimes choose the daring few, 
Who boldly hazard her's and fortune's firowus. 
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Hel. Sttch detp'rata maxims suit tlij deyp'ratt state : 
Alas, De RuUecourt, frief tliat I shonld feel» 
For a lov'd parent^ all is swallow'd \ip^ 
In oTerpowering agony for thae ! 
Methinks I see death seated on thj br^w— 
Smile not so ghastlily — 'tis hoiriUe \^-^ 
Spectres and chamel Tmults an in each Hb^ 
Crushing my brain with images of doom. 

Rud, Compose thee sweet, this fancy is o'erwronght. 
Tinging my emprise with a jaundie'd eye. 

HeL No, no, De Rullecourt, no, it is not |0^ 
My eyes too dearly grasp the fiital tmth. 
They see the fatal end of my fond dream^* 
My fond, fond dream, to be DeRollecourf s bride-** 
My heart is brokenT^broken, Rullecourt, broken ! 

(She sinkt t^to his tarmi,) 

Rid. Courage, dear Helen ! Would'st unman me quite? 
Or bring despair where thou should* st olfer hopef 

Hel, Hope, Rullecourt ? Hope? Alas, there is no hojile ! 
No hope, save in precipitate retreat. 
What wild delusion prompted thee to this f 
Tp perish, Rullecourt — Ay, to perish — ^perish ! 

Rul, Behold me beateu ere you thus pro^ounce. 
I hoped from Helen kinder welcome far. 
Than this it is her pleasure to youqh^afet 
As yet I am a blgodlesis con^u^rori 
Without a fear to hold what J hav^ won \ 
Ere long I hail thee PrilM^s qf the Iglfi I 

Hel. Oh, JUillecQurt, Ridleoomrt, QhQ9# thi9 mist awaj^-- 
This dazzlmg mist that spb^ jiyujgm^ WftipSt 
Let not this mad ambition hirfi the^ OQ 
To certain ruin. If my love b^ priiodi 
Quick, fly a place, wouW yPU b«^ i^vw 3^^ ! 
Where is brave Rayrp^d^? Wheri^ore absent HOW, 
When Rullecourt xm^ \i» c^\am\ Hud bis aid* 
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Rul. I like not tfaisi loYe**-'it is oventraiii'd. 
I am the leader of victorious troops. 
Not the poor, pow*ri<?s8 puppet thou dost paint* 

Hel. Forgive tne> Ball6court> I would not offend— 
I'd raife my feeble Toio^ to rescue him 
Who owns the mastery of ev'ry throb 
That stirs the pulses of this bursting htert. 
But since thine eyes are ck»'d upon thy fiite, 
I leave thy cause with him who never erirs. 

RuL My own fond maid! Ck)nke let thy RuUecoort press th^ 
Against a bosom true as is thine own« 
My dear, dear Helen ! 

(He embraces ker* Tht team 9iart t0 her 9y99 oi tlr 

Hel. I feel bM if my courne of life was stopt^ 
As if thy arms did drag me to the tombl 
They clasp me with ecmvulsive energy*^ 
They warn me, RuUeodnrty 'tis <>af last embrace. 
My brain's on fire — ^my bent's siriiigs afe oonsum'd'- 
And trembling reason totters on her seat — 
Support, si^port me, BnUeoOurt^ or I die* 

RuL Baniidi this dremrnng, dearest, oourAge^ n$lf 
Let me conduct thte to thy father, lore, 
'Til thou canst quell the tumult of thy soul. 
And meet thy lover with cmnposed miefi ! 
Come, Helen, come* How now De Yismes ? 

Shter Raymond, stuUenlf* Hiifaas darkemfs and he Uioks 
frowmt^y wpm Ds RtriiXiSCduKT. 

Thy news? 

Ray, Not quitd in luu rmo uy widi such fond soefv^ ! 
Were this a time, I'd of a sister ^eak«^ 
But I bear wnrds that, like a ftinersl bell. 
Will sound the chime of thy depurting powV« 

(Aeide to Dx RtJtLXCOTrilT.J 

Rul, Mote akigurjr stiS. Thy iiewB good Raymond* 
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Ray. I prithee. Lady, leave tis here alone. 
Whilst Raymond hreathes the inauspicions tale. 

HeL I guess its import. Let me have leave to stay. 

Ray, I must be brief. De Cart'ret's answer, then. 
Was such as Barham led you to expect — 
Whilst Pierson hurls a fierce defiance back : 
This document he would not look upon. 
But summons you to lay down arms at once. 
Fifteen poor minutes he accords for thought, 
If you do then submit, he will allow 
That we embark, stript of our arms, for France. 
If you reject the honourable terms, ' . 

He bids commend you to the Grod of War. 

Rid. Am I then sunk, that Pierson thus should dar^ 
Hold Rullecourt's prowess at so cheap a rate T 
I am a Frenchman, and a conqueror. 
And I will fight whilst life or strength remains — 
Bring forth the Governor, that he may teadi. 
This haughty Major his fit place to know. 

[Exii Raymond. 

HeL Thou wilt not. surely, dare to harm my sire ? 
Swear. Rullecourt. swear my father meets no wrong ! 

Rul. Fear not. my love — ^thine honourable sire. 
Meets nought save kindness at De Rullecourt's hand. 
Enter Raymond ivith the Governor and Barham. Hslen 

elinffs to her Father^e eide. 

Gov. Helen, my love, this is no place for thee. 

Hel. Father, it is — ^it is my fittest place. 
I never quit thee, 'til I see thee safe. 

Ray. The time is precious. Rullecourt, trifie not. 
To arms ere Pierson charge yon unprepar'd. 

Bar. Take my advice, and let your arms alone. 
Or some of you will sleep full sound to night. 
List to the Highland war pipes' angry note ! 

(The Bagpipes of the 79th are heard at a distance, 
playing — " Up an* waur them a' Willie." J 
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A sound you French may wish you ne'er had heard, 
For it means mischief to you as I live. 

BuL On to the Market Place ! Helen, Helen ! 
Retire thee, dearest, from this angry scene. 
It is, perhaps, thy Rullecourt's last request. 

Hel. Helen will with her father live or die. 

(The Bagpipes are heard louder,) 

May. Nay, cease this trifling. To thy soldiers quick. 
Rul, I come, I come. Helen, one last embrace, 

(They rush into each others arms.) 

Now, then, to meet them. Forward Raymond ! On ! 
To conquer boldly, or to, boldly, die ! 

[Draws his sword, rushes out, and is followed by the 
Governor, Helen, Barham, and Raymond, 



SCENE SECOND. 

The Market Place — now the Royal Square. Goverament House at the 
back of the Scene. The Royal Court House on the right hand, and 
a Street entering on the left. The French troops are drawn up igi 
line at the back, and on the right side. The bagpipes heard drawing 
nearer as the Scene changes. At the opening of this, the band of 
the 95th play the *' British Grenadiers/' 

JSnter Rullecourt, Raymond, Governor, Heljein, and 
Barham from Government House, Osmyn, w/io is with 
the troops, joins them. 

Rul. My gallant countrymen ! Our foes approach. 

Let memory of recent conquest nerve you. 

To pour destruction on the English ranks. 

And tear another laurel from their crests. 

The eye of France is now upon you, men, 

2a 



186 VE 

Be mindM of her g^oij and your own. 

And maj aihe, proodlj, pdnl to joa as hen ! 

I know the aident oonrageafyoar souls 

Have often led 70a forth to -ricUny, — 

Let hot jonr hearts prove firm, joor hands proTe tme^ 

Eie long we are the mastos of the field — 

The biarest ever BnUeooort's dearest firiend. 

Enter at the head of the ninety-fiflhy aerenty-e^hth, (by 
the Street on the left ef the Seene) the Jersey Militia, 
Mqfor Piertom, He wuarah4de hie troops on the left 
aide, the band playing the ** British GrenadieraJ* 
Pier. I grant no parle j» Frendmien — groond yoor arma^ 
Else I assault yon withoat more delay. 

Bud. Respect this docoment — ^it bears the seal 
Of yonr saperior. 

Pier. Tis vrorthless here — 

Snrrender ! Else I give the word to fire. 

Oam, Advance a step, your Gtovemor shall die. 

(Brandishing his sabre. Hklkn shrieks. Ruulbcourt 
snatches the weapon and throws it down.} 
Bid. Ruffiai^ desbt — away* 
GW. Nay, heed me no^ 

Perform thy duty frank and fearlessly. 

Osm. 'Tis the last counsd thou shalt give on eaiib. 
Die! 

(DsMYN rapidly draws a pistol. Helen throws herself 
before her father, and receives the shot. Raymon]> 
darts at Osmyn, who flies. Helen utters a piercing 
screamy and falls into her father* s arms.) 
Pier. Murderers! Cowards! Ninety-fifth! Revenge! 
(Discharge of musketry and crossing ^ bayonets. Ail 
ere driven q^ except the Govbrnor who supports 
Helen.) 

Gov. My child !— my child ! Oh ! have I liv'd for this ? 
HeL Grieve not for me» my pwent's life is safe ! 
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Could daughter perish in a holier cause 7 

Amhition, Rullecoart, hath overcome thy love. 

But thou not long surriy'st thj Helen's fall ; 

My father, let me pray that thou wilt lay 

Our hodies i' the selfHsame sanctuary. 

Thou wilt? Thou wilt? Oh that my gkzing eyes 

Could snatch one parting glimpse of him they love ; — 

But 'twill not he ! Their light is darkness now. 

Father, support me. For hrave Pierson, I— 

Oh! Riillecourtl Bullecourtl (Diei.) 

(The 60TBRNO& htoTM her off,) 

Enter Fierson and Bullbcourt. 

Pier. Now, Frenchman, 'quit thee well, for Pierson's hand 

Doth grapple at thy heart. 

(They engage. Pierson transfixes Bitllbcovrt. M 

the same instant Osmyn enters and shoots Pieraon'. 

Baymond is close behind; he strikes the sword from 

Osmyn' s grasp — seizes him by the throat — stabs and 

tnolently throws him off at the side scene.) 

^y- Hell-homid« aTaxmtl 

Thy puddle soils an honourable blade — 

Both wounded to the death? 

BmI, Tes, Baymond, yes — 

This is my last campaign. Pierson, Pierson, 

Thou, too, Ibleed'st apace. Where ambition, now 7 

Pier. I die as it hath erer been my wish. 

In the defence of all I hold most dear. 

And i' the execution of the charge 

My king and country render'd me in trust. 

And see the arms of England triumph still. 

Enter Gtoybrnor, Barham, and English soldiers with 

French as prisoners. Hayuovd gives Governor his 

sword. 
Barham, 'tis o'er ! Nay, mourn thou not for m^ 
My heart was withered ! Life had lost its charm- 
But now I press a soldier's honoured bed. 
And deathless laurels with the cypress twin'd 
Shall flourish green around my early tomb, 



188 DE RULLKCOT7RT; 

Whilst grateful Jersey, to my memory. 
Rears the recording stone to point my name* 
The angel, hoth adored, exulting fell — 
Yet hut a moment and we meet again. 
Where, surely, hopeless passion is unknown ; 
Altho', e'en now, it tears my soul in death. 
Our hate's extinguished in each other's hlood. 
And the warm thought of all our friendship past. 
Doth hid me mutual forgiveness seek — 
Rullecourt, thy hand. 

PiBRSON rises on one knee^ they clasp each other*s hands% 
TiEK^ov fodls backf and dies exclaiming 

Helen, oh Helen ! 
RuL Yes, Pierson, yes, thy hallowed name shall live 
In hist'ry's page, that tells thy patriot doom. 
Whilst the same record brands De Rullecourf s famci 
And Jersey curses him that sought t'enslave. 
Oh, I hare proy'd the bane of alll lov'd ! — 
Mine earliest friend lies bleeding at my feet— ^ 
The idol of my fond, my fatal truth. 
In her own gore is cold and motionlesst — 
Thy manly heart is wrung with keenest grief. 
Whilst gentle Leonie will sorrowing pine. — (To Raymond J 
Say that I bless'd her, Raymond, ere I died. ' 

Old man, thou wilt not curse my memory. 
E'en for her sake of whom thou art bereft* 
All soon is ended. Life ebbs apace away. 
Love, hate, ambition, glory — all are o'er— ^ 
And nothing now is left me but a — 

(Rullecourt dies. The band plays softly and motim* 
fully "Lochaber no more,'* Raymond hangs over 
Rullecourt, whilst the Governor and Barham 
remain by Pierson, at whose feet the French fag is 
laid, the British banners drooping over his head as thu 
curtain falls.) 
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LoRBDA, a Recliue. 
MARCIAN9 Ilia Son. 
Count Montalto. 
Sbrano^ his Steward. 
MARDI9 his Valet. 
Ramiro, a Noble. 
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This Drama wai commenced in London, May 1825, with the intention 
of being offered to Drury Lane, but a piece called ** Thb Rbclusx" 
having meanwhile been produced and condemned, this progressed 
no further than the first scene, until 1828, when, to pass the dreary 
hours of a winter's passage round Cape Horn, it was resumed and 
completed. 



LOREDA. 



ACT FIRST. SCENE FIRST. 

A Bay, commanding an extensive sea view, distant sails skirting the 
horif^n. The shore is thickly \eooded, and on one side of the 
stage deeply embedded amidst projecting rocks, brushwood, and 
creeping plants ; a rude hut is just discoverable. A spot of table 
land in front, the cot being raised above the level of the stage : an 
ancient castle visible on the further shore of the bay. Plaintive 
music as the curtain rises ; Lobeda, habited in dark mean gar- 
ments, wearing long black hair and beard, is discernible gazing 
intently upon the sun, which is seen gradually descending and 
finally disappearii^ in the ocean, he leims upon a long, stout 

Lot. How like a God ! How like a conqueror 
He rashes to his bright, his glorious goal» 
Like youthful hero clasp'd in beauty's arms!-^ 
My morning rays less dazzling scarce than his — 
But, what their mid-day ? What their setting beams ? 
Let me not think, — or, if — ^but of revenge ! 
Ere my dull lamp's last flickering gleams expire. 
The long, long treasur'd vengeance must be paid ; 
That consummation won, welcome the blissful hour. 
Which stills the tortures of this blighted heart. 
And mingles mine with aR its kindred dust. 

Enter Marcian Jrom the hut. He remccins on the le<fye 

tn^ont. 

Mar. Our meal is ready. Father, will you come ! 

Lor, Despite my wrongs, poor boy, I pity thee — 
Yet that's a thought, I may not, must not heed. 
Else were my vengeance only half complete I 

Mar. Dost hear me, father? Nay, I prithee, come. 
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Xor. It can be perfect but by him alone — 
His, his the hand must search the traitor's heart ; 
As yet all fruitless all my energies. 
To win him to performance of the deed — 
Nature abhorrent shrinks from act of blood. 
And he, in vain, implores me to for^o — 
My life's sole purpose ! Patience ! Constancy — 
Once more I will essay. 

(During this speech Marcian descends and apjproaekes 

LOREDA.) 

Mar. How now, dear father T Marcian, you note^ 
As little as yond' idle chattering pye ! 

Lor. (Regards him with fixed earnestness.) 
How striking the resemblance which he bears — 
Peace busy memory. Be still — ^be still ! 

Mar. Father, dear father, thou'rt extremely moT'd— - 
Pray you come in. The sun hath sometime set. 
And the night breeze comes dewy from the sea. 

Lor. 'Twill cool the fever of these burning veins, 
Come hither boy ! Hast pondered well the theme. 
Whereof so lately we had conference-: 
Yours, yours the power — ^the only— certain power. 
To quell the racking tortures of this soul ! 

Mar. Can nought save blood appease thb agony ? 
A thought that sickens nature at its fount — 
In all, save this, how good-^how kind — ^how just, 
To^ hush your griefs how freely life were given. 
But, to become a midnight stabber-^'Oh ! 

Lor. What's he whose bosom I would have thee pierce 7 
Loreda's basest, cruel'st murderer ! 
Has not my blood bestain'd his ruffians' knives ? 
Am I not hounded forth to harbour here, 
Reft of each bUss that render* d life a joy ? 
And is that life secure 'gainst his assaults ? 

Mar, I would, nay, will avenge my father's wrongs. 
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But do not bid me sin my spotless soul : — 
Give me thyliword. Fll to the castle— There 
Proclaim thy wrongs, this hated tyrant dare. 

Lor. Ha, ha I Oh, rare ? The outcast's nameless whelp 
Presume to bandy sancy look or threat ! — 
What were his fate at vile Montalto's hand ? 
Death, instant death ! Now, mark me, idle boy. 
E'en were it possible you could attain 
The compass of thy wildest, fondest, wish, 
I would not have him fall thus honourably ; 
By midnight means my ruin was achiev'd — 
By the like ends my wrongs mmt be redress'd. 

Mar. No, no, dear father, think not, say not so. 
The precepts you impart do all agree 
Good ends are never by ill means attained. 
And one blest volume here hath deeply grav'd 
The heavenly mandate — ^Murder ne'er commit ! 

Imt. Enough— 'Tis well I I yield me to my fate. 
And in the Inquisition- s dreadful cells 
Soon win Loreda feel this villain's power. 

Mar. How ? 

Lor. Like to his evil angel, I but late 

Encountered this Montalto, nam'd his guilt- 
Bid him repent his many ruthless crimes. 
Denouncing speedy vengeance on his head. 
Foaming with rage, he would have struck me dead. 
But f escap'd by paths unknown to all. 
Forsaken, friendless, wretched, as I am. 
There yet is one who holds Loreda dear. 
And waits but for the time and place to serve. 
From him I learn Montalto's agency 
And aim to place me in the Holy Office, 
Whose fangs already itch to clutdi their prey. 

Mar. But, thou art innocent, — hast nought to fear. 

Lor. Innocent ? Oh, ay — ^but once in their fell gripe, 

2b 
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The purest truth beoomes b^;iiiiied and Uack, 
Whilst torture forces the unhi^pj wietcb 
To own to crimes his mind did never dream. 

Mar. Oh> Heaven ! 

Lor. He who once Tisits their aocunedoeUs^ 

Barely with life escapes 1 

Mar. Are there no meana 

To save thee? 

Lor. Ay, take this. (iffmvi^ ajpomard.} 

Mar. (Shuddering.) Oh» I cannot. 

Lor. Then Utc to see the lost I^oieda &U I 

Mardi. (WithmU.) HillDar 

Mar. See who eomes hereT 

Lor. Pkhal Icarenolt 

fXoREDA retiref and ikroiM kum^ igKm a rocky aco^ 
Enter Mardi m m trmoHUng Ikabit./ 

Mardi. Hilloa! Ah I The saints be praised 7 Here an 
some human creatures at last ! How j^reshing to the ^e- 
sight after a two hour's scramble oyer stockf ston^ briar» and 
bramble ! They may talk of the beauties of naturf as mucb 
as ever they please, but, for my money, give me anmated 
nature! Laughing ^es! Bimpl^ dxeeka! Pouting lips! 
Whew I The bare imagination makes me fed «H overuh! 
What sort of picture presents itself here? Humph! The 
young8ter*s countenance^ like May, dear and sunshiny I The 
old one's, like December, dark, disn)al» and lowering ! I say, 
young man? ^ 

Mar. My Lord ? 

Mardi. My Lord! Oh Lord! I'll come it strong here ! (aside, 
Toung man can yon put me in the way to n^y Lord, — myfriendp 
the Count Montalto's castle ? 

Lor. (Starting J Hal 

Mardi. {Starting^ Eh? What was that? Nothing? 
Well, you must know, I am journeying, to my Lord— HMy 
friend — ^the Count Montalto's castle» when unfortunately an 
accident-^ 
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Mar. An acradent, mj Lord 7 Not a serious one, I bopef 

MardL No, no. Thank you, joimgmiii* Not very terioua, 
but cursedly pamful for all that. 

Mar. May I rentare to enqmie its natoM, my Lord? 

Mardi. Oh Lord, yes, to be sore. Why yoa see I was on 
horsdback, tisottiiig along the road, ddnkiag of this thing and 
tiuit — that thing and t'other — n^e were jog^g oa*at raoh a 
pace as considerably deranged my inteUectiial and oorpoveal 
comforts, a circumstance which unpremeditatedly and nneon- 
soioudy caused me to exKilasm ** Halt !** Oh, my eyes ! What 
a beantifid illustratiDn of cause and effect took pliee. My 
obedient Bucephalus^ an antiquated tnM^ef, no soon^ heard 
the word of command, than gathering together his prvpeUer^^ 
he stood bolt upright, stiff as a church — ^motionless as the 
statue of Don Guzman I Unhi^£[y I was not quite so due- 
tife^ I lost my ipdlibm — shot slap over his bade like a sack of 
oats phunp into tiie middle of a furze bush, where my centre 
of gravity speedily presented the aspect of a remarkably well* 
fQled pincushion. (Itub9 kU hips,) This ao mnch amua^d the 
firar-footed vagabond that he positivdy set np a loud hcrse 
hmgh at my expense. 

Mar. I'm truly sorry, but what has become of your Lord* 
ship's steel ? 

Mafdi. Oh, FU tell yxiu all about it. Well, yoii see, ii 
wasn't widiout oonsidaable diffieulty, and after msxij poiitUed 
embraces that I was enabled to extricate myself from the 
friendty arms into which I had been so unceremoniously pre- 
^itated. Looking around, at a little distance, I beheld the 
an^or of my misfortune grinnii^ at my misery. Smotherii^ 
vesentmeilt, I put on one of my blandest — ^most insinuating 
leers. Drawing a large hunk of bread ftam my pocket, and 
aesmning a soft conciliatory tone, I approached. — ** Kep, kep, 
kep. — Soh, my pretty fellow, soh---Bohr' The insensible 
brute, however, proved deaf to all my Uandishments ; for, 
just as I was about to lay hold of the bridle, the unmannerly 
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scoondrellaahedoiitlikeamoimtamgoatyasif hesaid, ''That 
for jou V* (kiekmg ha€hoard$) and boanded.away dean out of 
sight. 

Mar. And is still at large f 

Mwrdi. Yes; and has cansedmetolosemypaihinpiimiit 
of him« The woist of the matter is^ I ou^t to have heen at 
the castle long sino^ f<Hrmj^A>rd, — myfiimidt I mean — ^wiU 
he looking for me with the ntmoat impatienoe. 

Mar. Indeed f 

Mardi. Yes, indeed I There are to he grand dcnngs at the 
castle to-morrow.— A splendid gala. — ^A superb masquerade — 
in short, a perfect camiTal, where all that's ridi and rare — 
novel or attractive— -youn^ heautiful, or charming, will be 
found* 

Lor. (Haifande.J I shall be there. 

Mardi. The devil you will ! You'll stay till you're asked, 
I hope. There's a figure for a bolero ! — I say, young man, 
who is that peculiarly agreeable, 9»eet looking old gentleman 7 

Mar. JJLj father, please your Lordship ! 

Mardi. I can't trace the family likeness. Surely he's not 
the mysterious reduse — ^here the one minute, gone the next — 
he who has so often threatened my Lord — ^the Count. K he, 
indeed, be he, I would advise him beware, or he may find 
himsd^ in the dungeons of the Inquisition some fine sunshiny 
morning, where they do say it is a deuced deal more easy to 
get in than to take a departure. 

Lor. (To Marcian who regards him.) Do you mark? 

Mardi. I say, young man, should you like to see the sports 
to-morrow? Well ! only come to the castle and I'll take care 
the porter shall let you in. How queer it will be to see the 
old rattle-trap hole blazing vrith light and beauty, and echoing 
the sounds of imirth and jollity. It will prove the death-blow 
to whole legions of bats and owls ! Would 'you guess the 
reason of all this merriment ? Why, it is the anniversary of 
my Lady — ^that is — the Lady Francesea's second wedding-day. 

Lor, (groans,) 
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Mardu Eh? Whafs thatT Bless me if 8 the old on&— 
I protest I thought it was one of oar ovds— -Is he ill? 

Mar. Nay, heed him not. 

Mardi. Well, well — you know best. As I was sayings 'tis 
the anniyersary of the Lady Francesca's second wedding — but 
a word in your ear. This gala is given through no desire to 
honour her, no — ^Montalto has been sick of her long since— so 
sick that he is resolved to be divorced firom he r - 

Lor, (Atide.) Miscreant I 

Mardi. All his children have been long dead, except one 
boy, who was stolen some fourteen years ago, when he was 
about three years of age. Immense rewards were offered for 
his recovery, but all in vain, and no traces of his fate have 
ever been discovered. My Lady, that is, the Lady Francesca 
being now childless, and her Lord in agonies to have an heir, 
he has devised this carnival, hoping thereby to draw together 
the noble and the beautiful of Sicily, from amongst whom he 
trusts to be able to select a fitting bride. 

Zar. (Aside.) Wretched Francesca ! 

Mardi. Oh, yes ! He'd give the world for an heir I But, 
lor' bless me ! Here am I, chitter, chatter — ^gibble, gabble, 
when I should be on my road to the castle. Servant, Sir ! 

Lor, Hence ! 

Mardi. Manners! Come to our gala? Well, I like his 
impudence ! Young man, vnll you show the way ? 

Mar, Willingly. Have the kindness to follow. 

Mardi. Good bye, old sour crout I Oh, lor' ! Such an 
appendage to a ball-room ! Ha, ha ! 

[JSxit Mardi — ^Marcian leading the way. 
Lor, So ! This monster dreams of further outrage ? 
Well I The better far to aid my purposes — 
Fresh injuries Add fuel to the fire. 
And lessen his repugnance to the deed 
That satiates vengeance, and relieves my hate — 
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EaehmotiTe shall be ttnnm^, deftlj, lueged. 

He's here ! IXd'st note the stnngei^s words 7 

Re-^nier Mahcian. 
Jf/ir. Father^Ididy andtxemblefiHrjoarSfe, 
Xer. Thiiie» ihisie the peiwer to set Xoieda free I 
Mar. Tm fidnty mj fiilher, rery, very, ftint — 

Ynf^ jon come ia. We'll talk of it mthin. 
Lor. WeU ; ui» bojT* in* Thou tie?ar yet best lesrnt 

The bitter story of Loreda's wrongs, — 

They AaD be told at Aill. If thou dost hear 

And bear them calmly. — ^Then i' God's name well ! 

But» if, as I predict, thy blood should chafe^ 

I think I shaB no longerneed to uige — 

I say no more — Marcian^ thy hand ! Come in. 

By Heaven, he wavers ! Ere long he is mine! 

Tremble Montalto^ — ^Thou art on the brink — 

The worm thou trampled' st yet may live to sting 

And dash thee headlong from thy place of pridel 

[E»et$9U LoREDA and Marcian Mo the hut. 



SCENE SECOND. 
A Woody ThidEet 

Enter Rolfo 'and Vanguira. 

Fan. I tell you this is but a mad scheme of yours^ Bolfo ; 
a scheme that can only end in our certain ruin. 

Bol. And / tell you, most valorous eamarado mto, that it is 
a magnificent scheme — a superb idea — a ehe/ ^ outre, as I 
may say, and if you can only muster jduck enough, it wiil end 
in making our certain fortune. 

Van. Pho, pho, impossible ! Ordinaiy travellers may be 
taken in and dome for, in the ueuai way ; but, do you supjpose 
a man of Montalto's rank and consequence can be robbed 
without bringing a hornet's nest about our ears ? 
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Rd. Listen ; thou man of many acmples. Were we nailed 
like fixtures to this spot, I giant joa hemp and uron mi^t he 
too plentif Illy hut there he lands heyond Sicily, where life and 
pleasnre is to he liEmnd. — Aj, sudi pleasure as a succesiful 
attack upon this misproud noble will yield us the ample 
means of purchasing. I've dogged his stepa-^inarked the 
jewelled collar and star glitter on his person. Thanks to his 
idle vanity; these, with a hriOiant ring of inestimatble Taiue, 
and an exquisite purse of charming goldfindies meey he ours, 
and, in another land, make honest gentlemen of us* 

Fan. "Hs a temptii^ priae. My fingers fieel strangely 
iteky^ — ^yei^ think of the risk — 

Rol. Thinkofthedbvil^l ThiUE of thejpi^^,-^Hai«yw& 
sneak ! I think you hare tomed oowaid. 

Fan. (Ridfdt9w.) Coward! 

JRo2. Bravissimo ! Out with your tool — ^I Ukti you now-^ 
(draws.) See^ here oomes a fitting suhject whereon to eaqpend 
yoor vaioar. Give ns yomr p«w ! Fear nothing I Stand hy ! 

[ilitMJc. T^kfreHr^^ 
Enter Moittalto. 

Man* Some accident hath chanced*— Ma^- <tomes not ; 
Is the varlet slain ? His steed just taken 
fibrd hy ihe eastk, leads to strange surmise-- 
Wwdd the truth Were known ! 'Will the noUes eome? 
The eonvent or the tomb — one must he hers^--^ 
JSitfarar wiem wvfl — sdil she may choose the first : 
My purposes are serv'd, and now I loai^ie-*- 
A younger hride shall glad my longinj^ arms^ 
And yield the fhdt her barren eoudi deaiea. 
Ha ! whidli way have I stn^d? It is the ^M>t, 
Whefeoii so late I met the curst recluse — 
Hs dacad to tas my crimes^ and menaee doom---- 
Soon shall he learn who can the worst infiiot ! 

fRo&Fo and VAifOViBtA advance.) 

Rol. Servant, my Lord ! 
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Mm. What want yoQ? 

Rol, A TCTf trifle of your Loidship's goodness. 

Mam. Wbstis't? 

lUfi. Anodun^ Sir — ft very noduB^ — mcr^ die honour 
of beoomiog porse4ieaiers to your Lorddiip ! 

Fan. Just so. Fork ! 

Man. How ! Robbers ? 

Rol. ¥ye, my Lord, fye ! Mei^ ^mr vey o r M ofka^kwayi I 

Fan. Toil, Sir, toll ! 

Mom. Do yoa not dresd this oatnge T 

Bol, Outrage! Bless me wbst a shoddng qiidiet ! Why, 
'tis but a collectioii for the poor. Toa aristocnusy, yoa know, 
are tribunes — Aerediiaiy tribumeg — of the poor! Tax! 

Mam. (Gives Ms fnarae.) There ! 

Roi. Thank yoa! What a magnifieent odDar! Indol^ 
me widi a glance f 

Fan. Oh, the elegant star ! Oblige me with a sig^t. 

Boi. The splendour of that ring absolutely daisies my 
vision. Beseech you suffer me inspect it T 

(They pren MoMTAiiTO at each semtemee.) 

Mam. Villains ! Think yoa to rob me of my diamonds? 
Never 1 Fll die before I yield them. 

Bol. Pray be cool ! (drawe.) We carry a sorerdgn rec^ 
against plethorics. Never do anything in a heat. Field year 
diamonds ? We never could dream of patting your Lordship 
to so much trouble as to pive, especially when we can so easfly 
take ! (Makes an offer.) 

Man. Off miscreants ! 

(Draws and wra§^ his doak round his arm J 

Bol. Well ! If you wiU put ' yourself in a passicm. — 
Have at you ! (Music.) 

(They attack and nearly overpower htm^ when Lo&eda 
rushes on and drives them off.) 

Lor. Not thus you fall. We meet the second time — 
Beware, Montalto— mind — ^bevrare the third ! 

(LoREDA abruptly disappears.) 
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i£m. Stay, stay, mysterious fiend ! How ! Qone again f 
And with new threats of idle violence ; 
Not long shalt thou escape me, caatifF, wretch, 
Then, when we next shall meet-^hyself beware ! (Mune.) 

[Exit MONTALTO* 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Hall in the Castle. 

Enter Eosalie. 

JBo#. Ugh ! (shuddering.) How awfully lonely it is ! 
Enough to make one start at one's shadow. I wish to good* 
ness my dear Mardi were come haxk, for he's the only creature 
in this horrible castle that looks, mores, acts, talks, or does 
any thing else in the ordinary human fashion. There's my Lady» 
poor soul I To judge by her actions, she must surely have 
been a sad sinner in her time, but then, she's so good — so 
kind to all her seryants,-^whil8t my Lord — ^the atrocious savage 
scowls at her in such a way— ^ufficteat to tram one into stone I 
And then, again, there's old Serano, the steward, who slides 
and glides about so silently, he's at your elbow before you can 
cast an eye orer your shouUor, looking^ for all the worlds like 
doe of the old pictures walked out of its frame ! 

(She shrieks at seeing Ssrano by her side, he hamng 
entered as described in her speech.) 
Lud, Serano, how can you terrify a body, so f 

Ser. What ails thee maiden ? 

Bos. Ails me, indeed ? Why, you stalked me down so 
solemnly, I took you for Sir Manfred, the crusader, — him on 
the black horse that hangs up in the gallery. — Ugh? This 
horrid hole will be the death of me — ^so it will I 

Ser. Hast seen the Count Montalto ? 

Ros. £h ? I protest he couldn't look more solid were the 

Count defunct ! — Not lately — I bless the saints. — ^The sight of 

2c 
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Connt MonCalto b a treat not too freqaently nor too rashlj to he 
indulged in. I tell you what, Serano, he's a perfect bmt^ and 
conducts himself to my Ladj in a manner for yAuxAi he de> 
seires to be trounced. Oh ! if mtf Mjudi were to tAJbemjpt ta 
use me so ! Wouldn't I — 

Ser. Hush, maiden, hush. Restrain thy ally tongue 
For speeches that reflect on great men's acts 
Find strange and speedy access to their ears. 

Ro8. In other words, thou wilt report him mine T 

Ser. (Severely.) Girl? 

Raa. (Siartinff.) Mercy I How he frowns. 

iS^^. Tou know me nat* 

Pass a few more of life's brief, joyles^ years, 
And pride and pomp will all be nought to mew 
Think you because my step so slow, so sad. 
And that the smile ne'er mantles thia dull brow. 
That happiness and I did ne'er riiake hands ? 
Ay, even in these mould'ring, desolate halls, 
Fre known the bliss to love and to be lov'd. 
To share in pleasures pure and unalloy'd— « 
To list the joyance of the minstrel tale. 
To join the sportive mazes of the dancew 
But these are days long fled. — Gone, gone^ for aye ! 

Roe. Ah, more's the pity ! Would they would come back I 
Were it not for my merry Mardi's talk, 
I fear my tongue mi^t lose its faculty. 

Ser. Nay, that would be a miracle indeed. 
Thou'rt a good maid, albeit a foolish one. 
Yet, for thy sake, I would there were more mirth. 
Enjoy the sports to-morrow will afford ; 
Not oft will they occur within these walls. 

Eos. ril do my best, be sure, for I expect 
No further sporting till my wedding day ! 

Ser. Well, giddy madcap, wh«i doth that take place ? 

Ro8, Why, Mardi, hasn't asked that question yet \ 
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8tr, Th<m wilt not many with that silly fellow ? 

Bq8. Oh, but I will— as he is <* silly/' Sir ! 
And I but *' foolish/' too. Well, well, who knows 
But by-aad-by we may do something clever ! — 
Talk of the d old one — lo, he straight appears — 
Mardi, dear Mardi, you are welcome back ! 

Enter Mardi ; he runs to Rosai>ie, and is about to take her in 
his wms, when he perceives Serano. He shakes her hand* 

Mardi. Ah, my dear Rosalie, he — ^hem ! How d'ye do^ 
Eosalie, how d'ye do ? Signor Serano, I hope I see you well — 
I wish old nick had him« 

Ser. Mj Lord is all impatient of your coming t 
Pray you hare care, and be not out o' the way — 
I haste to seek him. Happiness and love. 
Once constant iilmates of these gloomy walls) 
Are so unwonted to my aching eyes, 
That scarce may they endure the pleasing sight. 
Farewell, children, and may your young hearts, 
Ne'er know the sorrows that have broken mine ! 

(Serano speaks this aside and retires,) 

Mardi, I declare, Rosahe, that old fellow gets more dull 
and stupid every day. 

Bos. Well, well — ^what do I care about the old fellow, when 
Fm dying to hear the news of the youn^ one. So, tell me $ 
have you been to Palermo ? What did you get ? Where did 
you go ? Whom did you see ? And, when did you get back ? 

Mardi. Wh*e-w ! Here's a string of questions to put to a 
man.att in a breath! •* Been Palermo?" "What get?" 
" Where go ?" " Whom see ?" " When get back ?" Well I 
To answer you categorically, allegorically, and so forth — I have 
been to Palermo — I did get — this beautiful scarf for, a certtdn, 
good for nothing, dear, delightful, — somebody — (putting the 
scarf on her.) I went all over the city — I saw— every body !— 
and, I came back — ^now — this instant ! 

Eos. Oh, thank you ! Thank you, Mardi. Well ! It i« 
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beantiful. It will be just the veiy thing for to-moirow's mas- 
querade ! — ^But, come — ^there's a good fdlow. Do now, tdl 
me truly — ^Wben you found yourself among all the fine city 
ladies, now, — ^be honest — didn't you forget pow Boaalie, — a 
Uttle? 

Mardu Yellow! by St. Januarius !— What ? Me? My. 
self? Mardi? The com^iui^ Mardi? Tou absolutdy horrify 
me! Jealous? Horrible! Moat horrible! To be sure I 
did encounter one lady — 

Ro8. {Eagerly) Ay ? 

Mardi. Who gave me a most pressing invite-— 

Roe. Which yon, no doubt, most politdy dedined? 

Mardi. Oh, no, by no means, I waited upon her at her 
house, where I received every possible attention and hospitality; 
partook of a sumptuous cold collation — 

Boe. Mighty fine ! 

Mardi. Oh, mighty fine^ I assure yon ! The lady did me 
the honour of waiting upon me herself, overwhelming me with 
sweets — ^pies, pastry, blanc mange and else. {Aeide.) 

Boa. Base, ungrateful fellow ! 

Mardi. Challenged me to win^-* 

Roe. I wish it had poisoned you ! 

Mardi, Handsomely rendered her acknowledgements for 
my friendly visit-*- 

Roe. Hold your toi^ue, you ugly monster ! 

Mardi. Intimated a desire I should repeat it when next in 
town. 

Roe. You^re a vile, abominable, treacheroust, rascal, and 
deserve to be wdl kicked 1 

Mardi. I told her to depend upon my punctuality^-^ 

Roe. Did you ? 

Mardi. For her kindness made a deep impression — 

Roe. Oh dear, my poor he»-hearheart! 

Mardi, Her name — 

Roe. Don't dare to utter her detestable name in my hear- 
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ing, you brute. Do you think I care about her filthy name ? 
I'm quite sure it must be as hideous — ^as ugly — as disagree- 
able as your horrid self-— Oh ! Oh ! Oh ! 

Mardi, Her name — 

no8. Well ? 

Mardi. Is — 

Bos. Well ? 

Mardi. Felerina! Signora Felerina! And as good a pas- 
try cook — 

Bos. Felerina ! And was it reaUy your good old grand- 
mother, Felerina? 

Mardi. Beally. 

Bos, Oh, Mardi, my dear Mardi, I'm so glad ! 

Mardi. What, me ? Bless you, you mistake ! I'm a base, 
ungrateful, fellow ! 

Bos. Ah! Mardi! 

Mardi. An ugly monster ! 

Bos. I'm sure you're — 

Mardi. A treacherous rascal ! 

Bos. Well, well, all I can say is — ^you — 

Mardi^ Deserve to be wdl kicked ! 

Bos. Now, do forgive me ! 

Mardi. Is the yellow fit over? Well ! Upon one condi- 
tion, I will forgive you. 

Bos. And that is — 

Mardi. One soothing, balmy kiss. (Catches her in his arms* 

Ros. WdB, I'm sure, you're very free ! 

Mardi. And very welcome, eh RosaHe ? 

Bos. I dare say you have impudence enough to think so. 

Mon. (Without. y Here, said you ? 

Ser. (Without.) Here, my Lord ! 

Mardi. Oh Lord ! After sweets, sours — Here comes my 
composing draught ! 

Bos. Good bye, Mardi, I wouldn't be seen here for the 
world — Good bye — Good,bye ! (Going.) 



206 loreda; 

Mardi. I say, Rosalie? 
Eoi. WeU? 

(JShe siapi, he eatehei and kUi^i her. Shegfoei qfi^ehaJang 
her finger at Atm.) 
Mardi, That's what I call, Mardi's tonic mixture. Vastly 
invigoratiiig ! Now for my Lord — ^ahem I my friend I mean I 

Enter Montalto and Serano. 
Man, You come fuU late. Sir ! What detained you, pray 1 
Mardi. A fall my Lord ! Despatches for your lordship. 

(Presents papers,) 
Man, Retire — ^but yet, be ready at my call. 
Mardi, I shall not fail my Lord — my friend I mean ! 

(Aside and exit Mardi.) 
Man, Knew you banditti harboured in these woods f 
Ser, Banditti ? Here ? My Lord, impossible. 
Man. And, yet, I've been assail'd and plunder'd, too. 
Nay, might have fallen but for the Recluse, 
Who rescu'd first, and after threaten*d me. 
Strange humour ! Someway I must reward him ! 
Ser. That smile bodes mischief — ^I must be alert. 

Enter Rosalie. 
Man, Why, how now girl ! What errand brings you here? 
Ras, It is my lady's wish that you accord 
The &vour of a private interview. 

Man. Back to your lady, mistress, and impart, 
When leisure serves we shall attend her wish^ [lady. 

Ras. My Lord, I shall. Unfeeling wretch — Oh miserable 

(Aside and exit Rosalie.) 
Man, Send forth, and see the forest throughly scoured : 
Use every means to make the bandits sure. 
If you succeed conduct them to me straight. 
Now for Francesca, and for her divorce ! 
If she consent, I am so far at rest-— 
If she refuse — Umph ! Time must show what then ! 

(Exity followed by Serano.) 

END OF ACT THE FIRST« 
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ACT SECOND. SCENE FIRST. 

Apartment of FbancescAi who is habited in black. 

Fran. He will not come ! No, no ! He will not come ! 
His iron heart is deaf to every call 
Of honour, manhood, or humanity. 
He will not come ! And, yet, the boon how small 
To her who gave state, station, riches, — all ! 
Away that thought — it turns my eye to crime. 
But, wretched, guilty, worthless as I am. 
Not his the hand should plunge me lower still. 
Ah, Rosalie, sweet maid — 

Enter Rosalie. 

Well, will he come ? 

Bo9. My Lady dear, I shame to give ^s reply ; — 
Tet an attack of robhers ruffles him. 
They beat him down, and would have slain him, too. 
But for the courage of the wild Recluse, 

Fran, What ! Is he hurt? 

B-os. No, dearest Lady, no— 

Fran. Robbers ? 'Tis strange ! But, his answer, maiden. 

i2o9. It is less kind than I could wish to bear. 

* _ 

Fran, I thank thy sympathy. Come, let me hear't. 

Ros, His words were these — ^mind, he was vex'd and crossed, 
^'Back to your lady, mistress,^ and impart, 
"When leisure serves we shall attend her wish*." 

Fran. If these the worst, how easy were they borne ; 
My Rosalie I've noted that you love — 
If that you wed, girl, girl, be sure keep fkst 
The brightest jewel of our hapless sex, — 
Beware the tempter, — ^Let thine ear be deaf. 
For she that listens, more than half is losit-^ 
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Be 70U jour husband's honour and delight, 
And in his happiness assure your own, 
Prove you but true, and whiles Francesca lives 
Ton shall not want a mistress or a friend. 

R08. Oh, gen'rous Lady — ^Ah ! The Count is here. 
Enter Montalto. He wavee hU hand. 

Man, Quit the apartment. 

Fran. Go, my gentle friend. 

Roe, Alas, poor Lady, what a fate is thine ! 
(Rosalie, half terrified, looks compaeeUmately at Fran- 
cesca. Mont ALTO stamps impatiently. She with* 
draws. A pause, during which Montalto and Fran- 
cesca regard each other.) 

Mon. Please you to speak 7 I wait your pleasure, here. 

Fran. I've sought this interview that I may learn 
What these unwonted festivals portend ? 

Mon. Is it then strange a nobleman of rank 
Should greet his friends as may become his state? 

Fran. Not always so, but our funereal halls 
Have so long echo'd tears and sighs alone. 
That mirth and music seem discordant now. 

Mon. Too true, this castle hath too long been sad ! 
But, be consol'd, it shall, henceforth, be other. 
The song, the masque, the dance, the jocund measure. 
Shall banish solemn silence, bring delight. 
To-morrow is our Aapjpy wedding day — 

Fran. Ha ! 

Mon. And I have ordered it shall be the first 
From whence to date creation of new joys. 
I could not do you less in honour, Un>e ! 

Fran. That heartless sne^. My lord, were better spared — 
Did you possess the feelings of a man. 
You'd seek to soothe the wretch your crimeii have made. 
Not strive to goad her £renzy and despair I 

Mon. When you abandon'd your late husband — 
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Frank Oh ! 

Mon, To link your fate with mine you put the stroke • 
And utmost finish to my rising hopes, 
And, so far did I hve you — no jot more — 
I never trusted — ^no— I could not trust you. 
My eye was on you, fearful your hot blood 
Might tempt you to affix a stain on me ! 

Fran, Frontless villain ! Affix a stain on thee ! 

Man, Ay, madam, such my words — ^but truce, a truce — 
I came not here to bandy idle speech : 
I've stated why I hold to-morrow's fete, — 
As mistress of this palace, I entreat 
You'll occupy the place your birth assigns. 

Fran, A proper Queen of mirth and minstrelsy ! 

Mon, Your griefs— or false or true — ^Lady, I pray 
With these thy sables lay at once aside, 
Attiring thee as best befits thy state ! 

Fran, Sir, you shall be obe/d. I wiU attend ! 

Mon, And gaily habited ? 

Fran, Oh, ay ! 'Tis fit 

The victim's crowned with sacrificial flowers ! 
What tho' the heart should burst ? What matters that ? 
So vain delusive smiles bedeck the lip. 
And tinsell'd show adorn the madding brain. 
But fear you not. Be sure I wiU attend. 
My griefs I'll smother— -every wrong subdue. 
And I will be all joy, all laugh, all talk. 
That thou thyself shalt wonder and approve. 

Mon, Accept my thanks. Francesca, yet a word. 
Thou knowest that we are childless — all are gone ! 
And He, the last, who should have proved the lord. 
For fourteen years has vanished from his place. 
And, questionless, lies silent in the tomb ! — 

Fran, Alas ! Alas ! 

Mon, Francesca is it fit 

These lands should pass into a stranger's hand ? 

2 D 

1L\ 
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Fran. I fear it must be — ^Heayen hath so decreed. 

Ifon. It may be obviated I 

Fran. How? how? how? 

Man. So jou consents 

Fran. I do not miderstand. 

Man. 'Tis easy. — ^Nothing more than part. 

Fran. * Part! Part? 

Man. Ay, part. — ^Part. Otar minds have long been sunder'd. 
Why* tlien, our perscms still in bondage hold ? 
Consent to our divorce, and ample wealth 

Fran. Hold ! Forbear ! Hear I aright just Heaven 7 

Man. Montalto, then, might woo another bride^ 
And yet attain fruition of his hopes. 

Fran. Peiish thy hopes — perish thy worthless self 
What ! Brand my name with quenchless in£uny» 
And bar my boy,^ if that he e'er leturn. 
Of his inheritance, hia own,, just right ? 
Hope it not---dre«m it not.- — ^Oh, Almighty Heaven t 

Man. But, lady, lady — 

Fran. Off I I hear thee not. 

By deatiir you may attain jrour purposes. 
But whilst I tive, you ne'er boast other bride. 
Banish the thought. — ^But dare attempt thy aim. 
And I denounce thee to a shudd'ring world. 
My lost ill-fated husband's murderer. 

Man. And wilt thou name my partner in that deed C 

Fran. Thou dar*st not say that I was-^never, no.. 
Guilty I am, but never,, not in thought. 
Of the^ fdl murder thou alone conceiv'dst. 
My only crime to knit my hand with thine,. 
And strive to- drown remembrance of thy guilt. 

Man. Ha, ha ! A most ingenious subterfuge,. 
Of potent weight with enmn'd justices^ 
Enforce thy threat, and dread the consequence.^ 

Fran.. I heed it not. Dare but proceed one step — 
The veriest step that tends to my disgrace.- 
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That instant, ay, tho' Death himself stood by, 
I will nnmask thee, monster, to the world ! 

Mon. Peace, babbling woman ! {Layinff hand on poniard.) 

Fran. Nay, I fear thee uoL 

Strike home thy dagger, 'tis the fitting sheath 
Of weapon that hath drank my husband's blood. 

Mon. Damnation ! 

{Offers to stab her. Enter Serano quieMy. Pause. 
MoNTALTO replaces his poniard.) 

8er. The villains are secured. 

Mon, Away, I follow ! 

8er. Lady, you are say'd. 

You shall not fall by yon assassin's steel 
Whikt I have arm to raise in your defence. [Exit. 

Fran. Once more we are alone. Wherefore, then, pause. 
Complete your purpose, 'tis the best divorce. 

Mon. Tour pardon. Madam, nay, I meant it not. 
But passion hurried me I knew not where. 
Think you I'd prove an ex€cutiotter T 

Fran. I do, and feel assured my doom is seal'd. 
My preaeot murder may not suit your views* 
For meddling tongues might prate unseasonably. 
Still I can read \xx thfit dark, seowlisf 6y€!, 
You ha^ decreed the period of my woes, 

Man. You wrong me. Madam* you sball fe^ y<m do* 

Fran. Not ao« Thy look^ more honest thaai fliy tongne, 
Cdve timely waaming of impending doom. 
Tlie midni^ ateel — ^tfae noisome sUeni cell — 
The pcRSiMi'd chalio^ in succesmon rise. 
And warn me to par^re for eoming &te. 
Shoddyosi permit jny life so long a span, 
I shall attend to-morrow's festival. 
Now, leave me, Sir, for J would be alone, . 
To seek to reconcile me wi& my God ! 

Mon. Madam, I go, grieving you so misdoubt 
My purposes. [Exit. 
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Fran. No, no, Montalto, no, I doubt them not — 
Ann me, all pitying Heaven, to meet the blow. 
My punishment is just — severely just — 
Hated, despised, by him for whom I sinne4» 
Yet let me not, in agony, complain. 
Humbly at thy dread throne, oh. Heaven I bow. 
Low in the dust in penitence and pray'r. 
An erring^ gnilty woman weeps her crimes^ 
Besting her hope on all forgiving love ! 
Wash white her sins, oh, purify her soul. 
And when her hour of dissolution comes, 
May her heart-broken, contrite, spirit dare 
To hope for mercy in the realms of bliss. 

(She kneels before a cross as the scene changes?^ 

SCilNE SECOND, 
Dungeon. 

Enter Mardi and Guards with Bolfo and Yanguira 

as prisoners* 

Mardi. This way. Messieurs, the road surveyors ! This 
is the first stage on your At^A-way of preferment ! My Lord 
will speedily do himself the pleasure to wait upon you. 

Bxd. Let me beseech you. Sir, he^ wouldn't put himself the 
least out of the way upon our account. 

Van. Oh, by no means, we're not at all in a hurry. 

Mardi. Nay, Gentlemen, consider. You surely wouldn't 
have his Lordship deport himself so contumeHously towards 
his kind purse bearers ? No, no. Be assured he will speedily 
Bccord you the strongest proofs of his esteem. 

Rol. Believe me, sweet Sir, we are by no means anxious to 
put his Lordship's kindness to the strain, 

Mardi. Nay, nay, desert like yours must not pass unre- 
warded. Depend upon't, ere long, you will find yourselves 
exalted far above your fellows. 



A ROMANTIC DRAMA. 213 

BoL Beseech you, fair Sir, drop the subject. I lore not 
* vaulting ambition/' nor am I at all given to lofty contem- 
plation 7 

Van. Nor I either, believe me — such reflections invariably 
induce a crick in the neck ! 

Mardi, Oh, his lordship possesses a sovereign remedy for 
that disorder. But, farewell, gentlemen, once more permit 
me to congratulate you on the rising prospect before you ! 

(Exit Mardi and guards, securing the door.) 

Rol. Snugly caged, by St. Anthony I Curse that chattering 
piebald. I'd a great mind to choke him and his prognostica- 
tions. 

Van. You'd best have choked yourself before you brought 
me into such an infernal mess. Didn't I tell you, all along, 
how it would end I Didn't I know how it would be. Hell 
and furies ! To be strung up like onions in bunches ! 

BjoI. Well I And what's the use of yelping, like beaten 
curs ? Have a sharp eye, ready wit, prompt hand, and who 
knows what chance of escape may offer. 

Van. Chance of escape ? Pretty place this for a chance of 
escape ! No, no, by the virgin, we must do a bit of tight rope 
for the edification of the inmates of this. infernal rat-trap 
castle — ^and yet, but for that damn'd Recluse, all had been 
ours. Oh, that I had my fingers on his throat ! — 

Bol. And I. I'd make it longer ere I left my grip — ^but 
hush! a noise — ^be cool — they come ! 

^Enter Montalto, Serano, and guards. 

Man, So, you are there ? 

Y ' > Pardon, Pardon! (Kneeling,) 

Mon. Pardon? 

You have strong claims for pardon, have you not? 
Withdraw the guard and leave us here alone, 
I'd worm the motive of this wild assault. 

(To Serano, who hows, and speaks aside.) 

Ser. Alone with these ? Then mischiefs in the wind ! 
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I must withdraw, but not from earshot. — ^No ! 

[Exit Sekano amdpuardfm 

Man. Well, gentlemen, once more we are alone — 
Yon would hsLYB mastered and have slain m^ too. 
The times are chang'd and jon are in my power. 
Ton merit dealih : bat say, should I forgive. 
What would you do to prove your gratitade t 

Van» What men, and bold ones, may, my noble Lord ! 

Bid. (Ande.) All's right ! He needs some secret services. 

Mion. Then are you fte^ yet upon one condition. 

Fan. Name it my Lord. 

Bol. Be sure it is fulfiUed. 

Mon. Marked you the man that foil'd your violence 7 

JM. Ay,-«-the Rechne ! 

Man. The same.— Ifjf enemy— 

From cause unkiiown, my most detested one^ 
Although he interposed 'tween you and doom. 
He dares to threaten vengeance fiom himself-— 
He must die ! 

JM. My Lord, with all my heart! Ha! 

Orant but the means, see here the willing hand 
To search the wretched caitiff to the hesit ! 

Mon. (Gives puree,) Thus much for earnest— when that 
deed is done, 
I've matters more important to achieve- 
But you must swear silent and faithful truth* 

BoL By any oath your Lordj^p s^iall propound. 

Mon, Upon my daggers point, ne'er to divulge, 
Whate'^ I may deem fitting to entrust — 
Else may you perish everlastingly ! 

??/)/ 1 

P ' V (Kiuin^ dagger.) Else may we perish everlastingly! 

Man. -Fulfil that oath, and gold abundanfs yours 1 
Now, listen friends — ^pshat — My w^e Franoesca, 
She has livM too long — ay — she shuts me out 
From all my fondest, brightest, cheridi'4 hopes ; — 
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To-morrow I hold gallant festiva!. 

Mid' the confusion of the glittering scene, 

I'll find some means to place her in your hands. 

Bol. Enough ! Our daggers shall achieve the rest. 

Man. No, no, — ^no hlood — ^it leaves an odious stain I 
When she is quietly within your grasp. 
Gag her and hear her quickly to the hay, 
A hoat shall he all ready for your use — 
The dark blue waters will receive their prey. 
Nor blab the happy means that sets me free ! 
Are you prepai^d ? 

Eul. Nay, fear you not, we are ! 

Mon, You shall have ample recompense, be sure ! 
The dotard dead, return you here forthwith, 
And I'll acquaint you with my further views-^ 
What, ho? Serano? 

Enter Serano and guards. 
Set these fellows free ! 
Fve hearken'd to their prayers — ^'tis far more meet. 
To pardon than to punish. Fellows, hence ! 
And have in memory that whidi I've seli ; 
Soon, base impostor, shall you feel my power — 
I And you, Francesca, cease to prophecy ! 

I [Exeunt aU hut Skrano* 

Ser, Inhuman vUlain that would wade in blood» 
As if 'twere his congenial element I 
A double murder I Ha ! I must be quick 
If I would hope to stay accomplishment — 
Old, feeble, wretched, powerless as I seem, 
Montalto thou may'st live to fear me still. 
Heaven be my aid. In thy great name I speed. 
To succour innocence and punish guilt ! [Exit^ 
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SCENE THI8D. 

Interior of Redme's Hot. 

Makcl&x di i coctred adetp upom a eomek. Loreda seated hy 

kiat, watekimff* 

Lor. Poor boy ! He sleeps most sound, most tnmquillj. 
His gne6 forgotten, all bis struggles husb'd. — 
Wbilst I wlio seek to stain bis sonl witb blood, 
like the arcb fiend, am erer wakefbl still ! 
Tlie agonj for eighteen years Fye boftie ! 
This raging heart that throbs but for revenge. 
Was kind, compassionate, and gentle* one^ 
And melted at a tale of homan woe^ 
What b it now ? Cold, callons, adamant ! 
Wrongs, wrongs nnhear^d have sear*d it to the core ! 
He knows no other than I am his sire. 
And loves me with most filial tenderness. 
No litde tortnre such nnsonght r^ard — 
Child of my deadliest foe, and worshipp'd lore. 
By thee alone yengeance is satisfied. 
For this I live. For this, once won, I die ! 

Mar, (In sleep.) Nay, urge me not, dear father, urge me not I 

Lor, He dreams of that he must, awake, perform. 
The found' is sapp'd until the structure reels. 
Another outrage makes him surely mine ! 

Mar. (Starting up.) Spare one, oh, spare me! Shield me 
from the sight ! 

Lor, How now ? How now ? 

Mar, My Either ? I did dream. 

Lor, Dream ? Idle phlmtasy ! 

Mar. Heaven grant it so. 

Tet, still it seems so present to my mind, 
I almost could believe the vision true ! 
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Methought you led me to Montalto's halls— 

Nay, to his very chamber. On a conch, 

Buried in slumber lay your cruel foe, 

If rest like his might bear sleep's blissfiil name, 

Groans racked his breast — ^his limbs oonvnlsive swayed* 

Whilst bursting drc^s bedew'd his livid cheek. 

In my reluctant hand you plac'd the steel. 

And, frowning on your victim, bid me strike. 

Zor. And did you so? 

Mar. Then rose there to my view, 

A female form all worn and wan with care ; 
She gazed upon me with the looks of love. 
And, sadly smiling, thus address'd hst wonis:— - 
No, Marcian, no — ^soil not thy sinless hand. 
With this vile murderer's ignoble blood. 
Leave him to the appointed will of Heav'n, 
That best knows how, and when, and where to smite. 
Stru^ling with grief and terror, I awoke, 
To thank my God to find it but a dream. 

Lor. Ay, but a vision of the truth to come^ 
A dream thou speedily must realize f 
list to the story of Loreda's wrongs, — 
Be they the touchstone of thy truth, thy love. 

Mar. Oh, &ther, father, never doubt my love. 

Lor. Avenge me and its worth I cannot doulrt ! 
In early youth, when life and hope were bright, 
I sought for glory in the ranks of war, — 
Nor vain that quest, if SiciTs annals true. 
For mid the phalanx of her gallant sons, 
Loreda's name 's not all unknown to fame. 

Mar. I dare be sworn, dear father, it was not. 

Lor. Among my martial comrades there was one, 

I grappled to my soul with brothers' love : — 

Poor was his birth — ^his means yet poorer still — 

What mattered that ? I had enough for both — 

2k 
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Mj purse, my home, my interest, was his^ 
To raise him to the rank I deem'd his due* 
Gifted in mind, commanding in aspect. 
His presence and his hearing won esteem — 
To me he was my Pythias — ^my fate ! — 
Eager to senre — devoted to amuse — 
Master of every manly, warlike, art, 
I knew no joy when sander*d from his side. 

Mar. I am all ears — ^I pray you. Sir, proceed. 

Lor, O'er me he held a magic influence— 
Heav'n closed my eyes 'gainst all unworthinesa; 
For what I then deemed foul conspiracy, 
Superior merit oft is subject to. 
He was dismiss'd the service of the States 
Nor could my efforts mitigate the stroke — 
Filled with disgust, I left the army straight. 
To seek my castle with this much lov'd friend. 

Mar. Go on — go on — ^1 long to learn the rest. 

Lor. Within my halls dwdt (me yet dearer still ! 
I dare not wake the memory oi love — 
Suflice, I was a doating husband, then^ 
And the proud father of a lovely boy. 
My bliss was ecstacy to see my wife, — 
The goddess of my wild idolatry. 
Welcome my comrade like her husband's friend ! 

Mar. My father, let emotion have its way. 

Lor. For many months all w^it most happily. 
Till matters of moment call'd me far away — 
I left my castle, wife, son, valued friend. 
In the joint charge of confidant and steward — 
Aloue I left it, but from that sad hour, — 
Dost hear me Marcian — ^I ne*er retum'd. 

Mar. But wherefore, father ? What the hindrance^ 

Lor. My destiny decreed it. Ask me not, 
I am not versed in the seducer's arts. 
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My stay was long, and this atirocious fiend, 
Won the loose, light, afiections of my wife. 
And sought to master mine inheritance, 
By dooming its possessor to the grave ! 

Mar. Oh, execrable wretch f Well, father, well f 

Lor. Serano, honest, ftdthfal, kind, Serano, 
He plied with promises of large reward ; 
Vainly he sought to change his fell resolve. 
Till as the only hope he had to save. 
He gave consent to join the murd'rous band. 

Mar. Oh, gracious Heaven, how my heart is stirr'd ! 

Lor. Within a league of my once blest abode. 
Speeding enrapt', on eager vrings of love, 
Serano and a ruffian crost my path. 
Already drawn, the villain charg'd me home, 
But, ere his weapon could achieve its aim, 
Serano's blade had search'd the wretch's heart. 

Mar. The noble, gen'rous, faithful, brave, old man ! 

Lor. Casting himself in anguish at my feet, 
He wept the story of his master^s woes. 
Obtained my signet, steep'd my scarf in gore. 
And with such false assurance of my death. 
Went back to greet th'expectant murderer ! 

Mar. But, wherefore, father, not thyself return^ 
And chase the traitor ^m your outraged halls? 

Lor. During my absence he had ta'en good care. 
To fin them with the creatures of his will. 
And to return were but to rush on doom. 
My king incensed-^my country plunged in war. 
My friends and brother nobles in the field — 
What could Loreda but submit to fate. 
And Mde the hour of reckoning and revenge I 

Mar. You've breath' d no name, but yet Montalto i 

Lor. Your — ^no— iwy foe ! The victim of his lust. 
Your mother— *my adored Francesca, once ! 

31 
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Mar. Ob, Heaven! 

Lot. At good Serano's prade&t wub» 

For ei^teen years of lingering agpnj, 
I've harboured in this abject wretcbed 8tate» 
In bope one daj to re-asaert my rights^ 
Bnt all in yain, till now no obanoe hatb (^ped. 
To-morrow is bis lawless wedding day» 
To wbieb for tbe first time be dares to Ud, 
Tbe nobles of Siciba tardy welcome— 
Witb tbeir protection I may bhae my wrongs. 
And thoQt in surety, avenge Loreda* 

Mar. I'll tbink on't> dearest fatber, be aasur'd. 

Lot, {Jmde.) He's mine I I triumpb I 

Mar. Listen I -Some one comes ! 

JSnter Sbrano hoiHfyi ke kneeU to Loubpa. 

Ser. Pardon, dear master, my abruptness now-^- 
A moment's space is all I bave to warn. 
Yonr firefoent tbrjMts have rous'd Montalto^s fear% 
And tbe banditti you so lately foil'd 
By bis command speed bere to sbed your blood* 

Lor. Fear not» Seranob I am well prepi^d. 

Ser. I joy to bear't-^^i-to morrow's sun may sbin^ 
And be tbe bendd of yet Imgbt evmts — 
Meanwbile, farewell — andt ob I may HeaVa befiri^ 
My noble, persecute!^ bcmoured* Lord ! 

[Ht h^da-^kUaee Loiuboa'b hand and ewit. 

Lor. Well, boy, did'st mark ? 

Mar. Thy poniwd-— 

Lor. (Give^ HO It is here. 

Mar. I am resolv*d*^ 

Lor. What? 

Mar. TaTtnge ^ee, father ! 

See, my arm k strong I 

Lor. Nay, it tremUeS) boy I 

Mar. 'Tis witb emotion* When occasion ce3hi. 
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Thou shalt behold it firm, detemin'ci, prompt ! — 
Some one knocks. Ha ! Thine assassins^ sure 7 
Lot, Lay ihfie alcmg, be still, and fear thou not ! 

{JK/MHihifng at the door. Marcian Ue€ down. Loreda 
£^oe8 to a eoneealed press and plaees pistols m his breast ^ 
then stands by couch,) 
Who seeks to mar my lowly solitude? 

Fan } (^^*^^^') Friends I 

Lor, Hal Is it so? "EnteT toorthy friends ! 
Enter Rolfo and Yanguira. 
Well I Your business, Sirs ? 

Eol. Her^ with your Beverenoe. 

(They advance, Loreda raises his staff ^ 

Lor, Back ! No nearer parle I hold with murd'rers. 

Rot, What ! We^ your Reverence ? You quite mistake ! 

Van, Xnowing your Reverence a holy man-^ 

BjoI, And that you hold communion with the stars — 

Van, We made so bold — 

Rot, To learn our fortunes. Sir I 

{fioth advance cautiously as they speak.) 

Lsr, Back I Beware, lest I anticipate them I 
How true I read the stars — ^mark well my words. 
Vile agents of Montalto's purposes ' 
Sent here in hope to drain these aged veins, 

RoL Hell and its devils I 

Van. Why, how knows he this ? 

Lor, But, hence, nor hope you can achieve your aim — 
I am not doom'd to fall by such as you! 
Away, before destruction sweep you hence ! 

Rol. Come, come, your Reverence, bounce will never do. 
You cannot gull me with pretended art : 
How you have learnt our purpose, devil may care ; 
But since you know it, farewell ceremony. 
We're younger, arm'd — and, better, two to one — 
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And jou must have the devil's lock and your ofwn. 

If you can hope to *8capeour batteTj. 

Upon him comrade — ^Down old Whiskers ! Die ! 

(They rush upon Lorsda. He sweeps them hack with 
his St e^ which he drops, draws his pisioU, smd keeps 
them at bay, J 
Bol. Damnation! Arm'd? 

Fan. More than I bargain'd that ! 

Lor, Hence and I spare, — ^An instant and I fire ! — 
Nay, thenl— 

(Fires at Rolfo, pistol Jtaahes, then at Yanguira, who 
fails, LoREDA snatches Ms sword,) 
Rol, Thou'rt mine ! Thus I avenge us, both I 

(Rolfo- rushes upon Loreda — Combat — Lorsda is 
overpowered, and Rolfo is about to transfix him when 
Marcian, who has been anxiously watching, seizes 
RoLFo's sword arm, and plunges his poniard into his 
heart. Loreda looks alternately at both. Rolfo 
expires in the attempt to stab Marcian, who indicates 
gratitude at Loreda's safety,) 

BND or ACT THE 8KC0ND. 
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ACT THIRD. SCENE FIRST. 

Castle HaU. 

Enter JEiosAhiiR very gaily dressed, surveying herself with much 
eamplaceney. A mask in her hand. 

Bos. Well ! This is delightful ! Every thing so magni- 
ficent! — so becoming I — so superb! — all turned so topsy 
turyy — I protest I can scarce credit it to be our own veritable 
Castle Dismal! Only think of this for a dress! {tuming 
ddightedly,) Was ever anything half so captivating ? Where 
in the world can Mardi be ? Why dont he come, and I so 
anxious to see him before I go to attend my lady. I wish he 
would come, if, if — if it was only to admire one a bit. I cer<* 
tainly think I must look uncommon well, — ^but what good is it 
to waste one's sweetness on the desert air? By all that's 
charming here he comes — ^1*11 pretend not to know him ! 

(She puts on her mask, hums an air, and carelessly passes 
Mardi as iie enter^.) 

Mardi. Rosalie? What I Does she want to cut me, or what 
devil's game's in the wind now? No matter, my ducky, I'll be 
even with you. Pardon my boldness, beautiful Signora; do me 
the honour to accept my escort to the gardens, which will re* 
ceive added sweets from your enchanting presence ! 

' Ros. Good gracious ! Pretty well that for one he conceives 
to be an entire stranger. Oh, Lud, if he should be a false, 
fickle, creature after all ! Oh, Siguier, you're vastly polite. 
Dont, however, allow me to occupy your time, doubtless, ere 
this, more pleasingly pre-engaged, v 

Mardi. Oh, by no means — ^'pon my honour ! Or if it were, 
believe, thou beautiful unknown, that form, that face, that air— * 
that ravishing toute ensemble of thine, would inevitably banish 
all meaner attractions, from my head — my heart. (Sighs,) 
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Bo8» (Aside,) An audacious rascal I 

Mardi. Is it in man to behold perfection nnmored ? No ! 
That sjlph-like shape. — ^Thy slender waist. — ^Those rounded 
arms.— 'Those fairj feet. — ^All, all entrance my raptured gaze I 

Boa. {Aside.) The abominable wretch ! 

Mcnrdi. Prithee, unmask thy beauties to the moon, whose 
beams must pale before thy brilliant eyes. Oh, let me in the 
mases of the dance, enjoy the transport of this fidr, soft hand ! 

Bob. (Unmoike and elaps hiafaee.) Take it. 

Mardi. Rosalie f 

Boa. Ay, Rosalie! Now, Sir, what can you say? Fre 
eanght you— caught you in the very &ct. How like a hang* 
dog cnr you look. What artifice— what he will serre you now f 

Mardi. Indeed, I— I— I— 

Boa. I — ^I— I— indeed I Poor» insignifioant, contemptibly 
ftllow — ^I — ^I — I Whatf Can't yon bring your old grand* 
mother Felerina ui, to help you ottf^-*-eh, wont that falsehood 
do again? 

Mardi. Vm thunderstruck 1 Absolutely emfiajfUd ! 

Boa. What ? Not one word to say for yourself? 

Mardi. Why Rosalie — 

Boa. Ay, now for it. 

Mardi. Bear Rosalie — 

Boa. Dont dare to Rosalie me, Sir— Fve done with you — 
done with yon for ever ! 

Mardi. Ah ! Cruel, hard-hearted Rosalie I 

Boa. You're beneath my notice. Sir t 

Mardi. {KneeiUng.) Behold your penitent at your feet. 

Boa. Beware, then, how they spurn you ! 

Mardi. Dont say so, Rosalie — dtet — dont — (jpreienda to 
cry, and ends in a hud laugh.) Ha, ha, ha I 

Boa. Ha, ha, ha ? (aulkily.) How, Sir, have you the 
effirontery to laugh at my abused — ^my misplaced affection ? 

Mardi. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Boa. This insolence is insufferable ! 
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Mardi. Ha, ha, ha !— *I say, Rosalie— 
Bo8, Keep joar distance, fellow ! 
Murdu Do you really imagine I didn't know you ? 
jRo». Oh, your dull pate has at length devised some plan 
to extricate you, has it ? But it won't do. Sir ! 

Ifarcft. Tes, hut it will though* Lord hless you, do you 
think old hirds, like me, are so easily caught with chaff? Ha, 
ha, ha ! Rosalie, my dear, the next time you seek to play off 
your masquerading pranks, take care you dont show your 
colours-— (^otedb'it^ her tear/) you jealous little spitfire I 
Bos. Eh I 

Mardi. Ha, ha, ha I Fve a great mind never to be friends 
with you more ; and, hang me, if I will either, — ^unless, in* 
deed, you give me one sweet little smack — 

Ro9. Why, Mardi, yon didn't seem over fond of the last — 
however, since you insist upon it — why — (offering to aU^ hit 
face.) 

Mardi. {Catching and kiuing her.) You little termagant 
you! 

Roe. Stop, stop, stop I — ^TouMl toss my curls—tumble my 
dress, and derange aU my personal economy I — ^There ; you've 
nearly smother'd me ! 

Mardi. Well, well ! I vow you do look charming ! Lud, 
Rosalie, how I wish we were married. — We should then be 
able to pass the time much more pleasantly in this dreary dog- 
hole I 

Roe. Oh, I'm sure, it's lively enough, now. 
Mardi. Ay, but how long will it last ? Besides, as we're 
agreed upon the main point, where's the use of wasting time — 
sighing, dying, and looking as if we couldn't help it ? 
Bos. Heigho I 

Mardi. Now, there's a dear Rosalie, do let's make a wedding 
of it this very night — ^Father Anselmo is in the castle, and the 
knot can be tied out of hand, and no one the wiser ! 

Roe. What ! Marry me in masquerade, you rogue ? Lead 
me into a fool's paradise ? 

2 F 



226 LO&EDA ; 

Mardi. My dear Rosalie^ do you imagi no     

Boa. Not another word, Mardi. I muat hasten to my 
kdy — ^I will aak h^r permission ; if that be granted, I am 
yoors to-morrow, if you insist. 

Mardi, Wont I ? How I wish that to-morrow were to* 
night ! But, Rosalie, how does our lady bear up amidat all 
this jollity ? 

Bm. Wonderfully ! Why, Mardi, she has absolutdy as- 
tonished, almost frightened me. Attired in the q[>l^MUd robes 
she wore on her first marriage with the late Count Loreda, she 
queens it proudly, blazing all over with jewels and gold.-*-But, 
oh* Mardi» her looks^ her mTen, so thrilling^ so calm, so soft, 
so lorely, so ^dtrandng — Not one seeming trace of anguish 
left, unless it be in her dark thoughtfiil eye ! 

Marii^ Strange! 

i2aa« Ay» tndy ! Qbsenre herwell — ^To me she seems pos« 

sessed, and I eanH help thinking something wonderful is about 

to happen-^Ne evil to bw> I pray the Tirgiii — ^for I love her 

gentleness, and compassionate her errors, be they what they 

may. Bttt> fare you well, I fear I shall be late! 

Mardu And I — ^Adieu Bos^e, and^Dont foiget to^mer* 

fowl 

(Exeunt (m ofposite <m^.) 
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SCENE SECOND. 

The Gardens of fhe Castle tastefully and brilliantly illuminated and 
decorated for a fiBstival. The various characters of a masquerade 
are seen moving tbovt to appropriate miiBi6. On one side of the 
stage, a table is spread, covered with fruit, wine, sweetmeats, &&, 
Lords, Ladies, and other visitors, seated on either side. At the 
head of the table on a slight elevation, two chairs, one vacant, are 
placed; the one is occupied by Francbsca, who is superbly attired, 
in white satin, with a profusioa of ^iunonds and peaito, Rosalis 
and Mardi close by her, Sbra^^o a ^little behind, attentively and 
suspiciously observing, Montalto stands l)y the foot of the table. 
Ballet— which ended. 

Man. My noble friends yoar presence dtiaa our thanks^ 
We joy to find the fidr, die gwf, tlie brare. 
The welcome guests to grace our festal halls, 
Let none observe restramt, but each, at will 
Follow their pleasure in their sev'nd wajs,-** 
Myself the while the caterer for all. 
Signer Bamiro, let me pray you. Sir, 
To honour my Francesca with your hand. 
In the bewitching mases of the dance* 

(Ramiro tggiproachei Francesca, who rtHi.) 

Ram, If I may be so faiest-^ 

Fran. Pardon, Signor, 

I may not, cannot dance. In all things else 
That courtesy may cknn, I am your servant. 

Bam. Permit. me grasp the offered happiness. 

(Ramiro leads Francbsca ^ Bosax^cb, Ma&di, antd 
all the characters fiUiotmn§y except Sbrano and MoK* 

TALTO.) 

Msn. I no where see my mimsters of doom. 
Why do the villains trifle mith me, now. 
When every minute is o{ conseqoence? 
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Forth, Senno, speed to find those men 

I lately pardon'd. Send them to me— qnick. 

8er. They save my labour by their own approach. 

Mon. Leave us together — 60. 

Ser. I shall — ^to watch. [Exit, 

Enter Lorsda amf Marcian fiuuked, with the hate and cloaks 

^RoLFo and Yamguira. 

Mon, So, then, you're here at last ! But wherefore mask'd ? 

Lor, To be in unison with others here ! 
It harmonizes well with our design. 
This flimsy silk deceiTes all piying eyes. 
And suffers us to pass unknown of all I 

Mon, Ha I Well devised. Now, then, no more delay« 
Your hearts are firm f I trust you waver not ? 

Jmt. Best satisfied, my oath diall be fulfilled. 

Mon. The boat is ready — anchor'd 'neath the brake. 
Beware no scream e8Ci^>es to tell foul tales. 
Be sudden — suddenr--4ure as your reward. 

Lor, Lest unforeseen impediments arise. 
Tour signet ring might obviate them all. 

Mon, Take it and prosper. Everything goes right. 
But, how to lure Franoesca to the toils. 

Lor, The task be mine. I have a masking talc;, 
That cannot fail to catch her ready ear. 
Back to thy guests. Compose thy ruffled brow. 
Be gay, be jocund, triumph in thy hopes. 
Within the hour prepare thee fi>r strange things, 

Mon, When all is over, let me see you here. 
Ha, ha, Franceses, soon thy chains are broke. 
Already do I breathe and move more firee. 
Away, good fellows. Think of the reward. \Exit. 

{Masquerade resumed. All the characters pass across the 
staffs, last ofM Ramiro with Francesca, Rosalie 
and Marbj fbllotoinff.) 

Lor, Tour pardon, Lady, let m^ claim a word ? 
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Tran. Say on good friend. 

Lor, Nay, in your private ear. 

Fran. What think'st tbou, Signor, may the stranger mean ? 

Ram. Some masking trick scarce worthy of your note* . 

Xor. Nay, 'tb not so. Lady, I do entreat — 

Fran* Give him his way. We're bound in courtesy. 
Excuse me. Sir. Forthwith I shall return. 

[Exeunt all but Loreba, Marcian, and Framcesca* 
We are alone — ^now, then, your pleasure, Sir. 

Lor, Nerve well thy heart, nor startle at my speech. 
Montalto hath devoted thee to death. 

Fran. Ha ! 

Lor. And joys expectant of its execution. [hands ? 

Fran. The means ? The manner ? Know you by whose 

Lor. They're spread before thee ! {spreading Im*) 

Fran. Thine? Impossible! 

How ? Murder one who never did thee wrong? 

Lor. (Furumaly.) Woman! 

Fran. Ah ! 

Lor. Hush ! Fear not ! We will save— 

Fran. The proof of your assertions ? 

Lor. Here. — ^This ring. 

Fran. Then, wherefore strike ye not ? 

Lor. No murd'rer, I — 

But the sworn foe of blood and guiltiness ! 

Fran. Wilt bear like record 'fore the lordly guests ?. 

Lor. Such only the intent that stay'd thee here. 

Fran. (Jpproaehing him.) Accept a wretch's thanks. 

Lor. (Avoiding her.) Away I Be cahn ! 

Collected— constant — else thy plans may fail. 

Fran. Prove thou but true, doubt not my constancy ! 

[Exeunt. The gamMe resumed. 
Enter all the eharaetere, who repeat themselvee^ Francesca at 
the head of the table, Eosalie, Mardi, Margian, and 
LoREDA close by her, Serano intently watching. Mon- 
talto starts when he perceives her. 
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M<m, Devils and death I Ha ! What may this portend f 
What, here agadn to hktt mjr loathing eyes ? 
My tmsty bloodhounds, snie^ have misi'd their {niey, 
Tet there they stand all ready in the sMps. 
For some device to place her in their fangs I 

Fran. The vrine cup, RosaUe I The sparkling jnice ! 
Brave Lords and gentle ladies — -fill, fill fhll I 
Fill to the brim, and quaff whilst I invoke. 
Destruction on Loreda's murderer I {dU start.') 

Nay, Count Montalto, wherefore shonld'st thou blench 7 
Thy hand is surely guiltless of his Uoodf 
Villain, despair — thine hour of crime is o'er. 
My Lords, see there Loreda's murderer ! 

Jlfon. Woman, thou Hest I 

Fran. I've proof, my Lords. 

M(m, Tia Mae I 

Regard her not, her wits have long been warp'd. 
And fancy conjures vain fantastic dreams- 
Good Rosalie;, conduct thy mistress hence^ 
Rest and kind 'tendance may restore her brain I 

{He offproaekes to remove her.) 

Fran* Stand off! Stand off ! Thou shalt not thus escape ; 
My Lords, I claim protection of you all. 
Whilst I mtfdd a tale of blood and shame ! 

Man. What! Will ye heed a maniae's rlMqisodies ? 

Bam. Forbear, my Lord, if she, indeed, bemad» 
Violence will but mcrease her malady. 

(M0NTA1.TO €hffffedfy deewte. Frakcesga deseende and 
advaneee.) 

Fran. Thanks, Signor, thanks ! Stand thou forth, S«ram^ 
And, as thou'lt answer at the great acoount, 
Declare the murderer of Count Loreda ? 

Ser. Tho* not himself the essecutioner, 
Loreda's dea^ Montalto did ordain. 

Man. My wile and menial by her subom'd. 
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My sole accusers I Ha, ha ! This is rare t 
Fit proof for such a laoustrous, wicked tale! 
No time, ao place, no circumstantial fact — 
No motive — ^This is worse than mockery. 

Ser. Content, content your-*-We have other proof. 

Fran. Of yet more blood I do arraign this man. 
My Lords, I have eseap'd by miraele. 
The hand ordain' d to mark me for the tomb. 
Stand forth, oh generous man, and quickly say» 
Who sought to arm thee 'gainst this wretdied life ? 

Lor. Thy Lord, the base, usurping, Count Montako. 

Man. Villain and liar ! 'Tis assertion all ! 
A vile oonspira^ to w(»k my ndn ! 

Lor. It is as true as, hell fiend, thou aft fldse ! 
This signet was my warrant ! Is it thine ? 

Mon. Betra/d by these base slaves I (dnde.) 

Lor. Ha! Ha, ha! 

Thou knows't me not ! I am thine enemy ! 

{He and Marcian remove cloaks, hata, amd »usk$J) 

Mon. Hell and confusion ! How ! The vile Recluasf 

Lor. It is the third time and the la$t we meet. 
The bravos sent by you to murder m^ 
Fell in their snare and perish'd by our hands. 
The wretch Yanguira as he dying lay, 
Bisdos'd thy murd'rous pwpose to thy wifSe^ 
Which we are here t'imfold and eiroumvent. 

Mon. None better than thysetf doth know^ the truth. 
These n^Bans robb'd and would have murder'd me. 
But for the interveation of thine arm. 
Bevenge, not I, then, ann'd them 'gainst thy lifo! 
My signet nng they stole. The idle tale. 
Of violence devised agaiaot my wift^ 
Is false as that Loreda feU by me ! 

Lor. Perish each subfc«tfuge.— -LoredA died not— 
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Thanks to Serano's fidthful constancy,— 
He Htcs to blast thee, here, in the Rechise ! 

Fran. Ha ! {FaUa with a scream into Rosalie's arms,} 

Lor. Bost thou repent thee of ^j many crimes ? 

MoH. DriTcUer ! Fool ! I spit at, and defy thee ! 
Laugh at thy blindness — gloiy in thy wrongs — 
Weak, easy, cred'lous— empty, trusting ass, — 
My purse, my profit — pander, willing slave I 
*Twas scarce a triumph to achieve thy bride— 
Possess thy castle^ sme on thine estate — 
And learn if thou art yet immortal now? 

(MoNTALTO drawa, and makes a rapid paea at Loreda, 
who parries the thrust — ^Marcian watMng^ his hand 
on his poniard.) 

Lor. Dost thou repent ? 

Man. Idiot? No I 

Lor. Marcian, strike I 

(Marcian stais Montalto, who/aUs.) 
Die^ villain, die ! 

Mon. My curses rest with thee I 

Lor. Ha, ha ! I triumph ! list, Montalto^ list ! 
My words shall pierce far keener than his steel. 
Arouse, arouse, thy djring energies. 
And listen whilst I wring thy demon heart — 
Thy son — ^thy boy — for fourteen years so moum'd^-- 
I watch'd — I followed — and, successful stole. 
Thy life's blood reeks upon his dagger's point. [murderer ! 

Mar. (Running to him.) Great Heav'n I Am I a iather^s 

Mar. A heUish shaft of misdirected aim t 
Off, urchin, off, — ^the pang falls harmless here, 
But turns upon its curst inventor's head. 
The spawn is none of mine. He is thine own. 
Ay, I was childless, and I did design 
He should possess his just inheritance. 

Lor. Almighty Providence, can this be so ? 

Fran. I dare not look upon Loreda's face. 
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Yet still must Touch Montalto's tale the truth — 
My son ! My son I — Oh agony! 

£or. Great Heav'n! 

Mon. Come ^eajr, Francesca,— ^Ere I he no more. 
My passing spirit would commune with thine. 

{She approaches hm.) 
Tender and true ! A£Pectionate and kind ! 
Thus I reward thee ! Ha, ha^ ha» ha* ha ! 

(He euddenly stabs her and dies. She utters a piercing 
shriek and falls.) 

Fran, Thy closing act» Montalto, is most Idnd-^ 
It frees me from all sorrow — ^vain regret — 
Thus, only, thus, expiring at his feeti 
Low in the dust, in life's extremity, 
I dare approach an injur' d hushand's face. 
To pray his pardon for my passing soul ! — 

Lor. Thou art forgiven ! May Heav'n have mercy, too I 

Fran. Bless theei Loreda, nohle, gen'rous, true I— - 
My hoy I My hoy I So long, so deeply, wept I 
Come to thy wretched, guilty, mother's arms ! 
And thou art safe. Art well — Oh happiness ! 
Oh, Mardan, listen to my dying prayer I 
Soothe all thy father's woes^-suhdue his griefs, 
And he to him all that thy mother ou^t^* 
More, much, much more than — ^Ah, I die — •! die- 
Accept, oh Heav'n, my penitential tears. 
And may this boy be~— 
Oh!— 

(Francesca dies. Marcian throws himself by the body. 
LoREDA covers his face. The others form a picture 
and curtain /alls.) 

FiNiar 
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FANCY'S GATHERING 



OF 



WAIFS AND STRAYS. 



Fond record of fond feelings, else forgot,-— 
Memorial of vinons fled for aye : — 
Of fervid dreams, — of aspirations wild. 



FANCY'S GATHERING. 



TO AN IMAGINARY IDOL. 

It is not thine eye, as the eagle's bright, 

Nor thy fonn so entrandngly fair. 
Nor thy bosom all spotless and dazzling white — 

Nor the charms of each feature ao rare : — 
Ah, no, 'tis a spell more enchanting far. 

That absorbs every thought of my heart ; 
The light of tl^ mind, like the polar star. 

Encircles thee^ gem that thou art. 

For beauty, the brightest, is but skin deep^ 

And shall, surely, and swift, pass away, — 
But the frame must be sunk in the last long sleep. 

Or thine intellect's proud fire decay — 
Ere fortune can ravish the flow of soul. 

Which the feast of wit, reason, bestows. 
And dash from my lips, the ambrosial bowl. 

That thy feeling and talent overflows. 

When youth, with its beauties, shall yield itsi place 

To the rugged approaches of age, 
'Tis then thou wilt gather enduring solace 

From thy mind's intellectual page : — 
This — ^this thy assurance 'gainst falsehood or change. 

That light hearts and light brains only know ; 
Let the fool and the coxcomb find bliss as they range. 

Mine with constancy ever shall glow ! 
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THE EMIGBANT LOVER TO HIS BRIDE. 

Come tell me, oh, tell me, mj own sweet bride. 

Wilt thou ever prove true to me, 
"When I bear thee away, o'er the dancing tide, 

To yon isle in the Southern Sea f 
Say, wilt not regret this dear lov'd shore, 

Which thou leav'st so far behind; 
But wilt thou, oh, wilt thou, for eyermore, 

Prore tender, firm, and kind f 

Ah ! Will not the joys of the days gone past, 

Cause thee bitterly view those to come ; 
As thou mark'st, thro' the growing waters, fast 

Receding thy father's home, — 
As the scene of each youthful pleasure fkdes, 

From thy longing, lingering eye ; 
As night enwraps in her sable shades, 

The shores thou ma/st ne'er more des^ 7 

Will the love of one fond and faithful breast, 

Bear thee up thro' the devious gloom. 
And lull every anxious woe to rest. 

And thy former spirit illume ? — 
Wilt again throw thyself on thine own one's heart. 

And responding each passionate beat. 
Softly murmur 'twere better from life to part. 

Than be torn from that 'raptur'.d seat ? 



THE BRIDE'S REPLY. 

Oh, yes, my own husband, full well dost thou know. 

That exile to me's but a name I 
On Afric's parch'd soil, or on Lapland's drear snow. 

Where thou art, all climes are the same ! 
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Tho' the home of my fathers no more meets my eye, 

Tho' my parents no longer I see, — 
Yet m stifle each unbidden, sorrowful sigh. 

Finding parents, home, country, in Thee ! 

I know that thy faith is as pure as my own. 

That thy fond, foolish, girl is most dear, — 
Thus I banish regret, every grief I disown. 

And I'll dry up each sad, parting, tear ! 
By diis kiss, my beloved one, believe thy true wife 

Will ever prove tender and kind ; 
In thee rests her trust for each joy of this life. 

Care and sorrow she gives to the wind ? 



VALENTINE. . 

^Made to Order' 
Thou bidd'st me write, sweet maid, — ^What shall I say ? 

Pleasure's a theme almost by me forgotten : — 
And, for deceitful love, — ^Ah ! Well-a-day ! 

How shall I treat of that my heart has broken ? 
" Burnt children dread the fire !" So runs the adage. 

And great my fear to trifle with edge tools — 
Love's power transcends the simple and the most sage. 

Making the best and wisest empty fools I 

With such impressions, how shall I indite 

A ballad "trimm'd unto my Mistress' eyebrow?" 
I think the Nine themselves with very spite 

'Twould puzzle quite as greatly as myself now ! — 
That thou'rt perfection, my rapt soul declares. 

And beauty's pride ! it is too clearly proven. 
Unstained with those unseemly, silly, airs 

Of affectation, oft too inly woven 

Fthe human heart, especially our fair one's. 
Whose brains are warp'd by operas, routes, and plays. 

But, if thou feel'st for heroes or for heroines. 
Then, list thee, to a " Tale of other days." 
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A Isy, I should have taid^ for 'tis no Ule, 
But fond effusioiH of a haplen lower, 

£re maids were offered to eotwetuaU asle^ 
And taught the heurt*s aflbedoos to f^oaa over I 

There wag a time /Ay figliteat wordy 

Would cauae nqr heart to danee witt plcasoie; 
But many a fj ffKng year halh fledp 

And now my tran^orta I mnit meaaoie i 
Some h^pier youth now iwaya that heart. 

Which, once, to mine, responnye bounded. 
And I muat, aUently, depart. 

With paqga timt tear a breast d«9 wmnded. 

Yet ! ere I go^Ah I dear loved mafid, 

Cast one kind glance on thine adorer, 
Nor deem that ere on earth's dull shade. 

There ihall etfst a fonder, truer : 
And tho' those guileksi hours be gone. 

When I, with rapture pure, earees'd Aee^ 
Yet, shed one tear for hhn who, lone. 

In midnight watches still hath Meet thee { 



Twill ease his throbbing, bursting biahi. 

It maddeni as far liBels he's lost thee, 
Thou'lt not refuse t'aasoage hit pain, 

When thou bethink'it how H^ it sosts thee f 
And, oh, when mortal soff'riiiv paalf 

And dawns, at length, th' eternal nonow. 
May we two meet in HeaVn, at last. 

Released, for aye, from human sorrow I 

This is the first time I e'er wrote to ard^, 

Tbeu, if the trash be sad, I pray excuse me, 
IVe made the most of my ''admired disorder/' 

And done my \nj utmost to amuse ye I 
For Thee such numbers I ne'er more may twine. 

Yet, notwithstanding that they're vastly stupid. 
Still let me pray thee, be my Valentine ! 

Being stabbed by thy bright eyes and little Cupid ! 
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THE CASTAWAY. 

'' For whom be those maimed rites that we see. 

Bereft of each common decency ? — 

That the clam'rous multitude follow fast. 

To the dust whence all sprung to return at last 1 

Can it be that the dead with impious hand. 

Hath broken the great, Divine command. 

And rttsh'd, with each earthly sin unforgiven. 

Tore the Majesty dread of ofiPended Heaven V 

''Oh, no, my firiend sudi thoughts range wide^ 

Thou view'st not the tomb of the suicide. 

But the scom'd, base, grave of a sister frail. 

Who trusted the vile deceiver's tale ; 

She listenM the villain's flattering tongue. 

As tho' life itself on his accents hung, 

And when to his bounding bosom press'c^ 

She felt as it were her own haven of rest,— 

But the sweet delusion, it could not last, 

And with shame and sorrow she ^unk aghast, — ^ 

For he that had vow'd her Ufe to cherish. 

He left her to woe — ^to want — ^to perish I 

I knew her well, in her maiden pride. 

The sweetest flow*r of the country side ; 

I knew her, beside, in her lost estate. 

Abandon' d, cast off, to her wretched fate-^ 

Bow'd down by each moraI> mental ill. 

That severe to wound, are yet slow to kill. 

When last I saw her, her languid eye 

Betoken'd that death, her friend, was nigh r 

Her face was as fair as fair mi^t be. 

And her smile> like the sun, on a summer sea. 

Ere sin and sorrow had made a wreck 

Of that lovely face, so devoid of all speck ; 

Like the bark which hath long been tempest toss'd 

And whose hope of safety's for ever lost, 

2h 
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Whose effort is vain to spread the sail. 

And who struggles, "but idly, to bmye the gale. — 

So Marj, whose stonn came thick and fast. 

All crashed and heart broken sank at laat. 

Thro' life's feverish sea caieering^j driven, 

Maj her anchor hold fiiai on Him in Heaven ! — 

Peace to the soul of the parted shades 

On earth forsaken, forgot — ^betraj'd ! 

Her brois'd spirit hath sought its rest. 

When she wakes — ^nu^ she wake ih the reidms of the Heat!' 



TO A LADY WITH A MS8, PLAY. 

Sweet critic ! As ihou sdGmn'st these pageb d'er 

Glance thou a gentle e^ upon their errors^ — 
Praises from thee would roUse their author mor^ 

Than a cold world's voice «nn*d with all its terrors. 
The applause of beauty, and dear wonum's tear. 

Is the true Poet*s chiefest, proudest, treasure. 
From lips like thine can he have aught to fear? 

No ! — Go ** Recluse,** be blest in sweetest measure. 

Thy tender breast can feel for others' woes. 

And thy bright orbs with pearly dew-drops glitter. 
To wake their smile, hot wound their soft repose. 

Were task, perchance, a lover might deem fitter : — 
Should aught in this my lay a grief itnpail;. 

Or win a sigh for my poor erring heroine, 
rhave raised a throb in thy dear gentle heart 

Will yield me all I ask : — read on kind fair one ! 



•^»^f^r^f«#«#%tf«tf«^i«*#«^<^a^a««#^K^a^i^aM««> 



SONG. 

Suggested by part of one by Bums, 

I have a wish, — an anxious wish, 

Perchance 't may idle be. 
Which the more 1 seek to banish — 

The more it clings to me ; 



2-13 

It iff that thou^ wjiil^s I a^i j^ne. 
Wilt hpl4 me iij thy heart, 

Fpr^ fJi^ thpu knpw'st b^loyed ou^ 
In mine thou eyer art ! 

Why should the spai^e vhifdi s^^ajrat^f 

Our peraoDs far aad iride. 
Prove death of bye's b^at (satimatpl 

And mind and soul divide ? 
No { Let ^auiuc image fl^uriah ^0i^ 

Within i^y bosoin^s fiora»*T' 
Let me still be as I haro he^» 

Contoity-rr-I a^ no moisl 

No iftore ? No more ? Ah, yes I must, 

A higher blessing crave^ 
It is, that thou wilt, faithftil, trust 

Thy fond adoring slave ! 
And, tho' each hope may baffled be, 

And his dearest wish denied. 
Far better to despair for thee. 

Than all the world beside ! 

• r r 

 M^i i<~n~ini 1 — "-"-— ^-^^ 

f • • > ', • 

MONODY, 

In memory of a darling Child, 

Supinely, 'gainst ,c^ t^y^ a^ tfl.pjejr vmty 
The canvass idly ^pp'd-r-tjti' ^constant l^l^^t^ 
For twice ten days vas hji;i^^ o'er aceapi'/s fj|c^ 
In whose deep ho^om; ^e ^}pn^ poul4 trft^?> 
The mirror'4 ji^age ;i^ tlj^e /Gkid pf day^ 
His fierce refulgje^e bj^btjlj^j^ aU t^^t }ay 
Withj^ ]^si acprc^|;uj% ^^^ence. Oujr lone hflirk. 
By fate w^ ^pg^d o\t<^ fi diei^tin'd w^t\ 
For 4^^ ^^4 fifippv? A lovely, js^i^jit ]boy. 
His dofi^g ^4ter> /chie^sf pri4^P» Ws JPy,— 
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Whose smfle gaye glmlnfwi, but whose grief wrought wo^ 

Lay gasping in her bowels. Disease had so 

Mnch changed his aspect, that the sad sire feared. 

When the breeze woke and land again appeared. 

The loVd one's eyes should ne'er behold it more^ 

For death seem'd preying on his yonng heart's core I 

His angnish'd parent watch'd him whiles he slept, — 

And clung convulsiTe to his condi and wept, — 

To mark the &ding cheek — the wasting form. 

Of his sweet floweret bending to the storm 

Of earliest life's decay— «adi wand'ring thought 

Glancing at hopes, wild dreams, now nought — all nought — 

Tety when he look'd npon his sufiTring child. 

Who rais'd his languid eye, and feebly smil'd» 

He own'd that life had calls upon him still. 

And, eager strove each duty to fulfil ; 

And, when the gale thro' masts and rigging sun^ 

He rous'd as tho' each nerve were newly strung 

And bore him proudly up against his fate. 

In the fond hope that 'twas not yet too late. 

To snatch his lov'd one from the yawning grav^ 

That fancy pictur'd in each dark blue wave ! 

From the fore top mast, land, at length, was spied. 

And all foreboding terrors cast aside s 

For two days past the child had better been. 

And perfect convalescence now was seen. 

By the 'rapt father, in the clear blue eye^ 

Lustrous with dawning Immortality I 

As the ship bore up for fam'd Table Bay, 

A furious squall came from the Mount away. 

Throwing her head sails, suddenly, aback. 

That, wildly shook with many a thund'ring crack, — 

Fore top mast stay sail, jib, and topsail riven. 

From all their bolt-ropes, were to leeward driven : — 

Each trembling spar sway'd like the flexile reed. 

Whilst royals and to' ga'nt sails sunk with speed 
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Into their several stations. On her side 
The vessel lay, contending with the tide. 
Till, to her helm ohedient, on she flew 
Before the wind, permitting her hold crew 
To take in sail — stacks and sheetaf, 
Halyards and howlines from their sev'ral cleats 
Were eased away at once — ^the hraces squared. 
The fluttering canvass hound to either yard — 
The anchor gone, and all top hamper stowed. 
Off Bohhen Isle, secure, the good ship rode. 

Oh ! Fatal Isle ! Too well thy coast is known. 
To Him who names thee not without a groan, — 
The hapless father who was doomed to learn 
On thy hleak shores, th' inexorahle, stem 
Decree of righteous Heav'n. — God's will 
Must not he questioned, howsoever ill. 
The sad bereavement borne. Sweet angel, thou 
Art now in glory, and I humbly bow 
Before that Pow'r that ne'er afflicts in vain. 
Trusting His mercy to assuage my pain ! 

Upon that night I sought my cot with joy. 
All fears had vanish' d for my darUng boy. 
The town was full in sight, and at my heart 
Sat the bright hope, we were not yet to part, — 
I press' d him cheerfully and bid good night. 
Sighing^ with longing, for the morning light : — 
But, ah, what scene that morning brought to view- 
A scene of agony, still, ever, new 
To my racked fancy ! Picture my alarms, 
I felt my child cold, stiff, within my arms, 
livid and motionless — ^yes — ^he was dead ! 
The guileless spirit silently had fled 
Back to the God that gave it ! Ask me not 
What then my agony I—It is not nmo forgot. 
Nor ever can be, whiles this^ortal frame 

Shall hold of memory aught beyond the name ! 

' / 
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It matters little all my frepried care. 

Or the feU promptings of mj first despair:-^ 

Close to my heart % ela^p'd the day pold cqis^. 

Thence won with gentJ^sfc pityi»gi Christjun, fi)rvse^r-r 

The nurse that truly m^^rii^'d my fl^w'reJ; fwr. 

Shore a bright tr^9 oi ]m sw^l goldpn }^ :r^ 

A desperate evlmoesf muLt mj wd pos^ess'^ 

And to the li|9t 3a4 nt^ were t^n uddre^s'd 

Each thought aad ^etr-^l plose^ those eyes 30 bright^ 

Whose bean)9 but 1^ )b«d fiU(3d mp with d^ligb^ 

Composed t^ limb, boimd ^p tbe litt}^ bftMi-*' 

But in no bideou9 gai^b Q^ POfse ffn^yeifrr^ 

No loathsome cereolotih did enwi^ b^ fiwne. 

The dresSy he liviJig worp^ w^f still the 9iani^ 

A snow white apron rpimd his body wpux^d> 

Enshrouded him to whom my soul was bQwd I 

A coffin^ its adornment^ plaip, gr^^ bld^e, 

Clos'd him, for eveir^ from my madding gaze !-r- 

Borne to the grave on ^^ric's bumipg strand^ 

Far from my native or adopted land. 

Midst strangers laid, where no parental tear 

May wet the lowly couch of one so dear : 

A blighted lily, — surely, emblem meet ^ 

Of my heart's treasure, mari^d where his youiig Ibet 

Were left to moulder in deadi's silenit gbonji^r^ 

Was painted 09 some neighbour infimt's tomb. 

Oh, had it pkas'd the Pow'r iu wh^QS^ I tnis^ 
T* have mixed his ^^^m wiO^ Ta^ani^'iS di^ 
With less of bitterness my h^^rjt had sw^^ed» 
Whiles the same earth the d^nd ^lad living h^ld : — 
Yet all these fon4 repining^ but ip v^n^ 
Since 'tis but impious folly to complain, -r- 
Lowly I bow, submissive tp my Qod^ 
And kiss, with reverence, the chast'ninjg rodi 
Oh, may His goodness every woe relieve. 
And teach me still to tremble and bdieve. 
Until, each scene of sin and sorrow past. 
In glory we «kaii meet, ray boy, a^ last f 
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FATHER AND DAUGHTER. 

She lightly cros&'d the threshhold> and she gently dreW her 

breath, ^ 

Lest she might wake the solemn |^oom within the hall of death. 
Her fkther Iky npon the couch he never more should leaVe, 
And the dateous daughter sank beside her hapless sire to grieve : 
The anxious maiden's streaming eyes were fix'd upon his face. 
Where, vainly, in each altered line, she some fond hojpe would 

trace. 
'Twas gone for aye, the word was spoke, too truly sped the dart. 
And life's last, fitful, fiickering gleams, fiash'd from his wasted 

heart. 

He dasp'd her to his throbbing breast, — " My blessing rest 

with thee, 
For, ever dutiful and kind and true thou'st been to me. 
Thou Mt'st for all thy fiidieFs woes» and sought his griefs to 

ehAre, 
And eager thou hist ever been to chase away despair* 
When the dark mood was on my soul thy music had its dkarm^ 
If I would wander thro* the w^d still ready was thy arm^ 
And all ray wAyward, peevish ways, thou still hast meekly bohn^ 
And dieer'd me tho' with filial pangs thy tender heaH; was tohi." 

"Oh, may the Heaven that darkly frown'd upon thy parent's 

fate. 
In smiling gentleness look down upon thine orphan state ; 
And may the joys to me denied be heaped upon thy head. 
And virtue's ehoicest, purest gifts, be ever round thee shed : 
Lei mild Beligron's blessed .ways> seek thou Religion's God,— ^ 
Repine not if He chasten thee, but, patient, kiss' the rod. — 
That which is best^ be sure, that He, in mercy^ will confer. 
For He, like frail humanity, can never, never^ err !" 

" To those with wiibm thy lot is cast, be modest, gentle, mild. 
Soft words still turn aH wrath away, be satisfied, my child ; - 
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As thou would'st value happiness, in pleasure's paths ne'er stray 
For duty's road is rugged still, and narrow is the way : 
Seek thou not wealth, nor show, nor pomp — a little doth suffice, 
Contentment is a jewel, love, heyond all earthly price, 
Possest of that, thou need'st not sigh, for other worldly treasure, 
In that thy Grod hath made thee hlest, — yea» blest beyond aU 
measure!" 

** Be thou no prude, nor ever learn, the vile coquette's mean art. 

Nor ever trifle with, I pray, an honourable heart ; 

If any seek to win thy love, yet fail that love to gain. 

In thy denial, anxious be, to qualify the pain : 

A woman, with an eagle glance, the lover will detect. 

And may restrain the glowing speech, her feelings would reject. 

This, this a triumph, nobler far, than heartless flirt e'er knew. 

And speaks a pure unspotted soul, to love, to virtue true I" 

*^ The sexes, when of equal age, do rarely friendship prove, 
*Tis dreamt of oft, but still the fruit, we see matur'd in love ; 
Be meek and afikble with all — ^particular with none. 
Save him thy bosom fondly claims, thine own, thy chosen one : 
To him and to thyself, dear chUd, be equal duty shown. 
And may his truth and tenderness, be lasting as thine own ; 
With mutual minds, and hopes, and fears, true happiness to 

share. 
The only long tried method, sweet, ''To bear and to forbear !" 

''And, oh, may Hymen's paths to thee, be strew'd with Purest 

flow'rs. 
And may thy tears be brief and bland> as April's fitful show'rs ; 
May'st thou ne'er know the bitter sting of confidence belray'dj 
But may affection's purest gems be thine, my darling maid! 
Ah, ne'er forget, e'en when thy heart with joy shall overflow. 
Thy gratitude to that high source whence all thy blessings flow. 
Thro' every scene of changeful life, be God thy surest trust, 
And we, thro' Him, shall meet again, in glory with 4;he just t" 

I 
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" Hearet, yet nearer to my heart, one longing, last embrace. 
In every lineament of thine, thy mother's look I trace, — 
Such was she, when my youthful 90ul» confessed her sorVetgn 

away, 
When life was new, when ho/pe was high, and all seem'd bright 

and gay^ 
Nay, weep not, sweet, but rather joy, my fated course is o'er. 
My spirit wings its eager flight to that celestial shore, 
"Where sorrow no admittance finds — ^where ev'iy woe's b^uil'd, 
Oh God, be merd^, I pray — ^protect, protect my child !' 
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EPILOGUE 

To the t)rama9 *' Th£ Bushrangers/' 

Spoken by Miss Eliza Ttrbb (now Mrs. Capt. Barclay), at the 
Caledonian Theatre, Edinburgli, September 1829. 

Nay, give me leave, (behind the scenes) I must, I will be heard, 
I tell you, Sir, the thiiig is most absurd,-"^ 
'Well, since you sneer at idl I say or do,^^ {Enters warmly.) 
Ladies and gentlemen, I appeal to you^ 
Fve been disputing 'boUt our Drama's liierit, 
Not that I deem it wholly void of spirit. 
But that the autbor might a subject choose 
Much fitter for your taste, and, eke^ his muse- 
Must he to find materials for his play 
Rove the South Seas, and rummage Botany Bay 7 
The man's invention must be wondrous poor. 
Else he'd, in England, find enough I'm sure. 
Without inducting, such a convict brood, 
" Who left their coudtry for their country's good !" 
There's scarce one word of love and none of marriage. 
The thing is sure to have a sOre miscarriage. 
Beside», I have a strong presentiment. 
It win be he-ha-hem— ^or very want of sentiment. 
And, truly, it were quite as beneficial. 

If he had been a little less ''official !" 

2i 
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I told hiniy plainfy, it was all the fashion 

To poison, hang» or drown, jpaur la beUe pamon. 

And that, moreoTer» 'twas a perfect rage 

To die for loye both off and on the stage I 

What was his answer ? *' CAanm d mm ^wt, 

•* Our friends, the public, lore whate'er is new — ' 

He then approached me with a monkey grin. 

And had the impudence to chuck my Ghu\ 

Whilst thus he whisper'd, 8oAiy» in my ear, — 

" If you shoidd want a husband^ pretty dear, 

*' Marriage in Van's Land, is so brisk a tnde, 

*' It throws the Indian market into shad^ 

*' And maids who try that matrimonial trip, 

**May pick and choose or ere they leave the ship — 

'* For beaux, in shoals, whene'er they reach the land; 

*' With trumpets hail an offer of their hand, 

"Then should you venture 'cross the seas to roam, 

**/*// ^arantee a partner and a home!*' 

So said the creature, with malicious leer. 

But I, with interest, rq>aid the sneer, — 

'•Whatever fair one may become your wife, 

** Wfll, doubtless, be transported. Sir, for life !*' 

Bat gently, my good tongue, I've come to plead 

For our poor Author. Shall his play succeed ? 

Will your good nature graciously excuse 

A first production of a virgin muse ? 

Lo I Where he sits, with most lugubrious face, — 

I must, if possible, avert disgrace ! 

You are his Judges and his Jury true. 

Guilty or not? The fiat rests with you ! — 

Where'er they^rov'd they seldom made them strangers. 

Oh, grant applause, and pardon the Bushrangers ! 
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** AS FALSE AS CRESSID." 

SHAKaPKAKI. 

'When joy is the brightest and wild hopes are high, 
We dream not that tempests may darken the sky. 
We think not that eyes beaming lovely and fair. 
Shall ever be quenchM or o'erclouded with care. 
Like children, we gaily embrace the .blest hour. 
And happy are they who possess e'en that pow'r ; 
For joy, like the night vision, fleeteth in haste. 
Escaping or ere that we feel that we taste ! 

With fondneasy widi madness, we ding to the last. 

To weep o'er remembrance of Love that is past. 

Whilst the Idol we worship and seek to adorn. 

From our breast plucks the rose but to leave us the thorn ! 

Aks, that the fickle and selfish should hold 

Dominion o'er beings of passionate mould, 

Wliose burnings and heart-quakes can never be known 

By the bosoms that ne*er felt a fire in their own ! 

Ay, Traitress ! Thou'st struck the fon^ soul that was bared. 

To the blow that all save the flirt would have spared. 

And hast smitten with anguish it boots not to tell 

The heart whose offence was to love thee too well I 

Yet hope not to 'scape the reward of thy sin, 

For the crime will its own certain punishment win, 

And tho', in compassion, I breathe not thy name. 

Let thy knowledge o'erwhelm thee with sorrow and shame 



LINES 
Caused by beholding a Print bearing a strong resemblance 

to my cousin Eliza* 
It needed not, isweet maid, the 'graver's art. 
To stamp thine image deeper on my heart j 
My boyhood's love ! My youth's yet fiercer flame, 
Still swell tumultuous at thy cherish'd name. 
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Tho' life its darkest shades hath o'er me cast^ 
My hosom throhs at memory of the past. 
Of those bright days, when, free from ev'ry woe. 
Each for the other felt th' impassion' d glow 
Of First Fond Love, the fairest and the best. 
Ah that such feelings might more oftl>e blest ! 
Then should we backward look on by-gone years. 
Without the sad accompaniment of tears ! 

My charming cousin ! Ere we lately met. 
Could aught have taught me ever to forget 
The sunny hours of youth's frank tenderness. 
When feelings bWd we strove not to represa, 
When pulses beat with joy we could not name. 
Which pradenee did not coldly whisper *' Tame T* 
Wheat fairest of the gay and glittering scenes 
Thou movd'st the Ball's and my aeknowledgf d Queen, 
If tbeae eouid jmaa % moment from my view. 
The etmm would draw a pardon, aureji from you, 
But, ob, I needed not on I%i$ to gaae. 
My dreams too oft are with those early days; 
And, when, so kt^ we met;, mj woe worn heart 
Sigh'd that it never more might beat apart ! 
Time had swept o'er ua with his silent wing^ 
Nor fail'd his change^ his cares, his pangs to bring :•*- 
The laughing giri I left was then arra/d 
In beauty's morning bloom. Now a shade 
Of thought,-^wit might be melancholy, — stole 
From eyes the mirrors of a apotlesa soul. 
Still, full of loveliness and grace she stood 
A liviAg picture of the pure and good I 
EUza ! destin'd ne'er to be my bride. 
Thou wert, art still, shalt ever be my pride s 
Me^ more than brother thou shalt surely find. 
Whilst life endures, whilst tenderness can bind 
Thy mother, — prov'd she not my mother too. 
How filially I'd pay her well eam'd due ! 
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And Mary dear, how irksome my fond care 
To comb and braid thy flowing, ebon hair, 
With boyish delight to climb thy knee. 
And snatch the kiss that rapture gave to me, — 
Oh, may thy life be tranquil, pure, and blest, 
And each new moment happier than the rest I 
Shadows, ye pass before my mental eye. 
To leave my only solace, — ^a sad sigh ! 

Methinks, lov'd image, that mine eye doth trace 
Th' impress of grief upon that pensive face. 
Those large dark orbs give forth a chastea'd fire, 
And painftd surmises of care in^ire 
That sadden'd forehead and that anxious cheek ; 
Oh, do they aught within amiss bespeak 7 
Great Heav'n forbici, for whatsoe'er of ill 
That thee betides, my soul with pangs would fill — 
Eliza! cousin! mistress! angel! friend! 
My feelings all endearing words transcend ! 
Oh, had it pleas'd the Pow'rs, who rule our fate, 
That thou hadst beai my priceless^ peerless, tnate^ 
I think I could have chaa'd away each tear. 
And shown the value of a love sincere ! 
Ah I deem not fickle mine affection's tide, 
One word had cludn'd me spell-bound to thy side, — 
Or, had not others rais'd th' insidious doubt. 
My painful secret must have struggled out. 
And thou, Eliza, learnt my youthful fiame, 
'Midst every change, unchangeably the same, — 
For all to whom I sigh'd in passion's voice» 
Have shown how worthier far my earliest choice, — 
Had'st thou but been — ^but, no, it could not be, 
I never worthy to aspire to thee I 
Yet, oh, believe, whate'er my devious lot- 
In Hfe, in death, thou ne'er canst be forgot — 
Thine image ever will around me cling 
And vibrate on my soul's most sacred string — 
Oh, my Eliza ! Heav'n thine ear incline^ — 
May every bliss, sweet maiden, still be thine ! 
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STANZAS, 

It is not that thj cheek's pure hloom. 

Transcends the roses dye I 
It is not for the diamond 

Bright glancing in thine eye : 
It is not for the fringes deep. 

Which shade that eye's soft lights 
Nor yet the brilliant arch above, 

That yields such wild delight ! 

It is not for those coral lip8» 

No, nor the pearly row 
Of ivory, that o*er those lips 

Reflected beauties throw ; 
It is not for the tresses rich 

Of thy silken long brown hair, 
Nor yet for all thy varied charms 

So far beyond compare. 

It is not for thy taper waist, 

Nor yet thy vii^n zone— 
Nor is it for those tinkling feet. 

So prettily thine own ; 
Tho' matchless fair these still would fail 

To fix my ardent heart. 
Did not thy modesty and truth, 

Lend feathers to the dart! 

And when I mark intelligence 

Illume that radiant cheek. 
And note the constancy of soul. 

That tender eye doth speak ; — 
'Tis then I feel what gives thy charms 

Their most impassioned zest, 
That sends me eager to thy arms 

To rapture and to rest ! 
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ELEGIAC LINES ON A TASMANIAN PARROT. 

Andy art thou gone, indeed, mine own sweet bird 7 

And sball thy joyous lays no more be heard? 

The voice that mom's first beams were wont to note. 

Shall it no more expand thy cheerful throat ? 

No I ne'er again my early listening ear 

Shall meet thy blithesome challenge, *' Pretty dear," 

Nor list thy welcome a^rol full of joy, 

Calling exultingly, ** Sweet pretty boy !" — 

Nor mark thy kind enquiry, clear and true. 

Oft times repeated, of " How do you do 7'* 

Intelligence and love thou could'st express. 

And fidthfully return' dst, each fond caress : 

If absent, were the period short or long, 

Our welcome still thy loud and gleesome song ; 

The ** Quaker's wife" full oft thou would 'st essay. 

And chaunt " Nae luck" that we were far away ! 

Sweet Poll ! a vassal wert thou of my land, 

A nestling rear'd by Kathleen's gentle hand ; 

Ta'en from thy native bowers of Rotherwood, 

Our fate to follow cross'the mighty flood : — 

In safety did'st thou pass the icy Horn, 

Where many of thy kind from life were tom^ 

Yet thou ne'er quail'd beneath the frigid breeze. 

That sweeps tempestuously these wintery seas. 

Nor e'en to-day had thy sweet pipe been mute. 

But for the fair yet fatal tropic fruit. 

That caus'd disease throughout thy frame to creep. 

And left us all thine early doom to weep ! 

Still over human kind thou hast this boast. 
That whiles they rot, no grace of thine is lost ; 
By human art preserv'd, thy brilliancy 
Shines in the colours that may never die. 
Till he whose hand thine elegy doth trace. 
Is mingl'd with the dust of iJl his race I 
Farewell, sweet bird, tho' never more I hear 
Thy blythe note tingle on my anxious ear. 
Let these. poor verses thy memento be. 
To tell how truly thou wert lov'd by me ! 

N.B.— The words in inverted commas are sentences he used to speak, or 

airs that he whistled. 
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LINES 

Written underneath a ^rint of Koiwngnomter and BrachenfelU 
- im a Lady" 8 (Mrs* Hobmm) JIbum. 

How great tlie triumpli of the Artist's skill, 

So small a space with such rast themes to fill,—' 

To trace, distinctly, forest, field, and river. 

And the " eternal hills," that live for ever : 

To place, in form minute, before the view, 

Turret and tower, and Bhine's bright waws of blue ( 

The sky, the earth, the water, and the wood, 

The castled steep» majestic o*er the flood. 

The robber baron's haunt of other days. 

Lie here unfolded to our piying gaze : — 

Here we may safely scan the sure retreat 

That " laughM to scorn" asscdiing foemen's feet — ' 

Whiles yonder difP, in tow'ring grandeur, tells 

Of all thy glories, far fam'd Drachenfells, 

Where ev'ry spot of legendary lore 

Presents an oft cull'd,, still exhausdess store 

Of bandit, demon, or chivalric knight. 

His motto ever, " Heaven defend the r^htl" 

Firm in his faidi, no fears hie heart can move 

Who fights for honour and his lady lore ! — 

Thy rural trophies scarcdy less renown'd 

As yonder bank, " with leafy honour's crown'd,'' 

Proudly attest. The gay empurpled vines. 

Yielding the rich, the racy, gen'rous wines. 

In all the charming hues of living green,. 

Impart a softness to the glowing scene! 

Long may thy beauties chain the gash's eyef 

Soon may thy hills respond bright Liberty ! — 

How grand the acenej— ^he Poet's song how sweet,— 

Where dwells not Libebty — i»]aoomplete I 
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Tree Translation Jrom the German, in the same. 

Wherefore, oh Earth, art thou so very fair, 
That they who hreathe thy halmy, placid air. 
Would, like this shepherd, wile their hours away. 
In the hright sunshine of Hfe's summer day, — 
Their heart's attun'd to mirthful melody. 
No fear that clouds should dim the clear hlue sky I 

TO KATHLEEN! 

My own sweet gjrl, whose truth and tenderness 

I lack the wit hut not the will t'expresSy 

Say, why ao eager that in jingling rhyme» 

I sing that love which neither tide nor time 

Can change or minish ! Art thou not content 

That with mine own thy very soul is hlent? 

That I, with thee, hold on life's devious way^ 

Truth our support, and confidence our stay. 

In heart united, not in name alone, 

I wholly thine, as thou art all mine own ! 

And canst thou think should death itself divide. 

And I, alas, he sever'd £rom thy side, 

Thou'st nothing left whereon to fix the gaze 

That may recall 'Hhe light of other days;" 

To shed a chasten'd sorrow o'er thy mind. 

And firmer to thy hreast my mem'ry hind. 

Ah, my own Kathleen, all poetic art 

Would strive in vain to shrine me in thy heart. 

Were not mine image grav'd already there. 

In characters that time can ne'er impair. 

And which would glow with unextinguish'd hloom, 

Tho' I, dear love, lay cold within the tomh ! 

But, such sad parting long he from us twain. 

And may we live to love and love again. 

Till ripe and fit we reach that blessed shore. 

Where sorrow, sin^ and death, are known no more ! 
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BRITANNIA SOMNICULOSA. 
DEDICATED TO THE BRITISH NATION. 

"Ncbon was 'once' Britannia's God of War!"— Bybok. 



Since th9 first appearance of this Poem in the [Miied SermM Gazette, 

in May, 1839, several most important amelioraUons, in the naval 

service, have taken place. The unwearied and searching exposes, — 

the result of earnest and anxious personal investigation, given to the 

world through manifold channels, have not been without their use. 

The writer may therefore perhaps be forgiven the pardonable vanity 

which the highest Professional Assurances have tended to foster— the 

delightful reflection that he has been prrmitted tp be Ibe happy in- 

strument — 

"To do 'Tn» Flibt* some service." 

To a considerable extent seamen (1841) had been allowed to enter and 
still to draw their dear won pensions. The objection to enter the 
fifty-gun razees had been also obViatpd by fva augmentation of nearly 
one hundred men on tlicir quarter bills ; giving, thereby, to the 
** dUfuiaed line^/-battle 9hip" a small linc-of-battle ship's complement. 
The Masters, too, are said not to have been left entirely without hope, 
nor has the gallant Jolly— 

*' \llio ^lls nd vho kaols, and wlu> flahta till he ftUa, 
The maritime Soldier, the Royal Marii^c^ ' — 

been wholly overlooked. 



ARGUMENT. 

Worn with the struggles of a long and arduous waf, Brita^ia seeks 
repose. She slumbers through a loi^g course of peaceful years, un- 
conscious of the internal party strife tvheiewith she is torn— rcalious to 
the reproof of her best friends, or the insult^ of insidioi^ fqes — ^roused 
by the outrage offered to the " Meteor Flag" before Vera Cruz, flie 
shades of Nelson, Colltngwood, &c., burst indignant from the tomb — 
lament the degraded positioin of their beloved land — :tbe powerless 
condition of her once glorious Navy. After a fruitless, but most ener- 
getic appeal, counselling her to arm for honour ere she be compelled to 
do so for bare exisitence^ Ibcry re-descend in sorrow to the tomb. 

Europe's dread straggles brought to glo>]ious dose, 
Britannia woo'd a long unknown repose ; 
Her s tbe proud part a world in ara^s to b|^ve» 
But, prouder stilfj^ a pro&tratc wo^id to $$ive: 
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An honourable peace her sole intent, 
For that her blood and treasure free i^he spent :— * 
Her crowning act throtigh Exriiouth's daring hand, 
To launch her thunder bt the Corsaii^s stran^d, 
From deaCh kad boiidk^e sndteh each Christian slate. 
And rule, triumphant stiH, the stormy ware I 
Her aim achiet*d, she sotight her dotal bed. 
With laurels bright, ahd dtowsy jik^pies spread, 
"Whose soothing infhienc^ o'er her spirits crfept. 
And, tranquil, fiit^landP s Ghia^ian Crenitts slept* 
Sweet were thfe slmdbt^s of long circling years. 
And hush*d the thought of all sttccee'ding fe^rs« 
If transient doubts the ^eefper e'er' oppress'd. 
Like feverisji di'^ttt, as quick, it dtofk to tesi. 
For, ah, how could she dreatfi, tliiA Warrior Maid^ 
Her hondtir bastSy by her s^ons betrd/d ; 
jOr that through meftn, ignobl*^, prcrty Strife, 
Degen'rate blood shdtdd Wtse Admi Etigttod's life^. 
Insult to bear unqnestion'd from a foe. 
Her flag that flfed T^here^e^ that 4a^ ^i M6# I 
That Mexian ihat pei^ th^o'ilgh th^ Silent tomby 
With clangour lond as the fast truiihrp of doom ! 
Nelson's great shade staffs fordi again in arms. 
And Howe arouses at siich rude {fi^ins. 
With Bnncaii, Exiiiout'h, Hodriey, Benfeow^ flooti. 
And the high minded, marfyFd, Coltitfg^ood* 
Whilst faint and (Atciy hr Shadowy rirr6rir. 
Old Ocean's sons, a iniglity host, ap^eiai* ; 
Long parted fi^es th^i' tollo'vir e^es iiluhl6. 
Which, sorrowing, pi^cfe the deep fimer'eirf giooto,— 
With transient life iicir day-cold bbsodis warm. 
Called forth by this supernal, wicked, diair^ ; — 
Grief tffttf k*d each featnte,-^sighs escaped eAch brestet. 
As Collingwood the ^lasAbiify train address'd : — '• 
" Illustrious Dead ! Z lieed not speak the cause. 
Why this departure fjrbm great Nature's ktws j 
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Why we^ whose mortal warfare long since o'er» 
Are summon'd hack from the celestial shores 
Earth's hanish'd passions doom'd again to know. 
With earthlj fires again onr breasts to gbw. 
There hes the cause ! Behold this sleeping Maid, — 
Oar boast, our idol, lost, disgrac'd, betra/d ! 
For whom or ere her spotless name were stain'd, 
AU hearts were offered freely to be drain'd : 
Proudly did ye her matchless standard rear! 
The weak ye sav'd, the strong ye taught to fear. 
Mere lust of conquest ne'er Her wanton plan,— 
Her aim the good of universal man. 
Freedom to give unto a struggling wcnrld. 
And Despotism's flag to strike where'er unfurl'd I 
For this, braye Duncan, thou at Camperdown — 
The Franco-Dutchman's recreant's stripes hanl'd down ; 
And thou, bold How^ upon the first of Jun^ 
Gave France a stanza of the self-same tune : 
For this through life it was our hap to roam. 
Debarred the joys of kindred, friends^ and hom^ 
Touth, LoY^ and limb, to waste upon the wav^ 
And only live that we might die to save I— 
For Her we gave affection's dearest ties, 
Nor murmur'd at the mighty sacrifice : 
Yet vain eadi conquest ! Vain eadi boastful cry I 
And vain, oh Nelson, life's last tortur'd sigh! 
The Dane^ the Spaniard, Frenchman, all the main 
In Tain were swept by thy resistless train ! 
What boots ! embalmed amid the Nation's tears, 
' Thy deathless name lives cloudless thro' all years ; 

* What, that she vaunts imdiortal Trafalgar, 
' Her proud^t record in the lists of war ! 

* These triumphs vain — ^like some bright, glorious dream, 

* A passing shadow,' — ^the brief, watery gleam 
' Of winter^s sun, that no true fire imparts, 

' The eye it blinds, not warms the freezing heart ! 
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** In her dear love, thine aye the dearest place,-^ 
*' Let thy dead voice aronse her from disgrace, 
" Thy words hke wildfire, ghince from heart to hrain, 
*' And En^and arm'd be all herself again !" — 
Nelson^s great sonl swelled with indignant grie( 
As sad and solemn spoke that glorious chief : — 
*< England to England once so firm and tnie, 
** With much of doubt had little cause of rue ; 
Her counsels prov'd — ^her senate wise and just,— - 
No worthless struggles to excite distrust. 
Bash innovation's dan^rous claims withstood — 
'* Her hands untainted with her children's blood, 
" Tho' Revolution's banner wide unfurl'd, 
** With Imgfraiemal strove to dasp the world : 
Her own bright course alone^ triumphant, steered, 
Eespected, honoured, and, where doubted, /eared / 
But changed these times, for ah, alas, alas ! 
Not England na» — ^the England that she was!-— 
Her destinies are sway'd by feeble hands, 
'' Who bow and cringe where they should give commands ; 
The spirit of her Chivalry is sunk 
With party feuds, or Patranoffe, made drunk ; 
Her Navy ! Onoe her soul-exultant boast ! 
** Too weak to shield her Russ' insulted coast : 
"Her ships, once proudly borne on every tide — 
** Neglected* rotting, at their anchor^s ride : 
" The war-worn remnants of her * Hearts of Oak,' 
The hearts of Veterans by ill-usage broke : 
Trafalgar's Warriors I Many yet exist. 
But poor IdeuienaiUs of the boie Blue Lietf 
" Of dear eam'd station most unrighteous' shorn 
" By striplings on that glorious day unborn. 
The Gountiy's honour and the Nation's good. 
Sold to advance * potential young^ blood. 
Each plaint unheeded, soom'd each heart-wrung sigh, 
*' Not mm hope left but to endure and diei 



€i 

it 



tt 
tt 
tt 



tt 
tt 
tt 



it 
tt 
tt 



«< 

St 
€€ 
t€ 
it 



262 



*' Oh, England, shame I Sach, such thy gratitude • 
" To the devoted band who poured their blood 
*' In one vast tide thy hearths and homes to guard f 
'< Such, such their recompense and thy reward? 
" A hollow peace, a threaten'd, active war, 
«* Where, Albion, whercj^s the 'long neglected Tarf 
" Ask of Columbia^— iS%^ his merit knows, ^ 
'* The sore gall'd spirit ewty wrong she shows, 
"Till Native kud is oounted as a foe's! * 
«' Awake, Britannia ! Qoifikl Redrestf the wrm^ ! 
Thine own ia^nsdoe oidy makes ffer stroi^ : 
With tenderness thy wanderers iedaim — 
Thy life requires it, and no less Hbj fone. 
Small cost may call the uajmted heraetf hmk ; 
But, oh, in future, try a difl^rent taok : 
" When faithful service compensations gain, 
" The hard earn'd bounty seek not to retain, ' 
" Nor drive thy best and bravest fkfm the BMda I 
** With mercy punish^ just cMiplakiiigs heed — 
" 'Twill be repaid thee in thy hour of need. 
Be liberal, kind, their rights uadoiibted ^eU^ 
And sway supreme o'er aU lSa» wi^orf field. 
Ships may be built, but net the gen'rons hearty 
Whose blood hath ferm'd thd peerkss f^lak ihou ksL 
A dauntless Navy is &y sole defeilce t 
Count well its worthy then rleckon the ear^nut, 
** To thee more vital than fliy heAt's best \Aom^ 
" The rock that shivers M oppxiBssieti's Aood i 
** Lose that supremacy and one by oHe 
Thy vast possesaioas fyoto. Af gite^ aiie gons^ 
Till Engknd, first and greatest^-^'idoiind'^ 
Sinks scorned, contemned, itis«itedy and despised. 
Trampled by foes her Gtnksd ttsnle that hatcy 
That vain her glories strive tcr ednilaite : 
** Arouse I arouse ! Thine 6w» pvend plaoe resume, 
** And guard thine bcniousr from impendiog doom I > 
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" Columbia, France^ and Russia eager watch 
Thy laurels and thy de»r bought spoila to snatch • 
Ne*er be it s^d the daring'st mortal power 

** Should^ e'en in thought^ the red cross banner lower. 

" The proudest spirit of long crouching France 

*' Should ne'^ that meteor look upon askance ; 
And he that basely offer'd foul disgrace 
The wanton wrong himself should qeeda effaoe, 

** Then they so loud that crow their tpne will sink* 

** And, ere they rash provoke, more prudent think :. 

" Poland is quell' d, and Turkey prostrate lies, 

" Thine be the voice to bid their soqs arise I 

"The bold Circassian uns^bdu'd i^nd free, 

" Fixes his hope on liberty and Thee ; 

" Dash not those hopes, but lend thy ready aid. 
The boon, be sure, will amply be repaid i 
The Imperial Pe9pot*s grasping f^Pga be dipt. 
And wild ambition pf her danger tftript. 

" Justice is thin? I aiid would'st thpn war erade ? 
Without delay be well for war anray'd ! 
Dismembenoent ai Baxj^re wilt thou bear. 
Nor for the right one bold adiievement dare f 
Wilt, basely, at ^e cry of curs, to yield, 

" Nor risk the chances of one honest field ! 

" 'TIS Honour bids thee ! 'God defbnd the right V 
Belay, — ere long thoult for existence fight. 
If Uving patriot's voices fail to save, 

"Thoult li^ perohimee, to those beyond the grav^ 

"And guard that cause lor which their Iiv€s were given, — 

" The Patriot' 9 cause I The cause of Earth and Heaven I- 

" Alive it was the chiefest of my cares, 

" And dead thy Nebon*s qdrit stiU it shares. 

" Spurn not the words that issue firom his tomb, 

"But quick thy pristine energies resume: — 

" Pillars, in vain, she rears to Nelson's name. 
If thou neglect the source of Nelson's fame. 
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'' No tribute reared to Him were half so meet. 
As nnimpaiied presenre the British fleet ! — 
For that his latest, tortured sigh was gtren — 
For that he winged his earlj flight to Heaven f 
Stain not the glories of Ins h^ght career, — 
Up, up and arm ! just cause hast thou to fear, — 
If treason have not sunk thy soul so low. 
It cannot more at honour's mandate glow- 
Arise^ shake off this vile, d^;enerate sleep, 
Whereat thj foes rejoice — ^thy lovers weep-^ 
Arise in might and bid the lion roar 
'* A stem defiance to each hostile shore. 
" Arise Britannia ! Rouse thee I Rule the waves f 
'' For when that swaj shall cease, thy sons are slaves!" 
Dun fell the warning on the keeper's ear. 
As sad and slow the shadows disappear ; 
Yain each essay her once bright course to tread — 
Tom, rack'd, convuls*d, each nobler feeling fled : — 
Druggf d-^JJocNM'cl — Sold ! All proud aspirings gone — 
Lost to all shame, Britannia still sleeps on : — 
Tho' still the warnings her mad slumbers shake, 
And still the spirit's thrilling tones they take— 
''Bouse thee Britannia! Rouse thee! Bole the waves ! 
''For when that sway shall cease, thy sons are slaves l" 

NOTsa TO Txa vomBooiMa. 

1 Captain Marryat, in his Diary mi AmMiea, states that 30,000 of onr 
best seamen are in the senrioe of the United States. 

2 On my passage to Dublin in the Devomhire, (April J8390 I con- 
versed intfa some petty oflkers, then recently pidd off from the Barkam, 
Whilst in the Mediterranean, they were in the habit of enooontering 
American ships. In one heavy frigate, out of a crew exceeding 500, 
there were not 50 native Americans. The British when urged about 
theb own service, replied, *' To H— 1 with England ! What did we ever 
get but hard work and little pay in her service — and have we not 
always been cut adrift like logs when no longer wmted T Here we ore 
cared for ! England wants us wnw — don't she wish she may get us !** 

3 Alluding to the gross iniquity of depriving our proved and best 
seamen of their hard won pensions in the event of their entering for 
further service. Ft^e Captain Barclay** Statement* on thn head. 
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HURRA FOR THE DUKE! 

AND THE 

OLD EtfGLISti GLORY! 

Trot, trot, Precursors and Ribbohmen, 

Oat o' the H^mAts k>ttg (iisgi^'d }!^j yoUt 6f den 
Trot, trot, Reptolen add Fbml meti. 

Make way for the lada ihM can r^t your disorder !-^ 
King Dan the Great h de^j^, Millto the Ftrsi iit h^jg^d ! 

E'en Cupid, the softf lodks agfaAftt Oil the Twyv 
Up and be packing thdij^ TaU^ jdi]it% and ^eiVing nen^ 

Hurra for iAih Ihike and thd Okl Ei^h gk»y I 

Arrah trot^ trot, &Cr 
Away to the Bog9 an' repale^ surey be pretchm'. 

Away to the **Boy9** an' coUkt a new rinti 
With Ould Nick and O'Mul*' agitation be tachm\ 

And the ^* finest ov pi8antfy*'stnYe to ferment ! — 
Britain Conservative I l*o ter tru^ weal alive ! 

Firm as a rock, soon shbll shine forth iti story — 
Soon, soon, shAQ halt thg day, sooii, s66il, i§ihdll diive a#iiy 

The Crew that wdtdd titfuidh th^ Old fihgKslt gtoi^ l^ 

An^cth, ti^l^ trot, 9tt^0 
In vain from thi Hmth* hrtikt tli<? #i!d ydl Of tt^asdil. 

In vain each intriguer fe^p&aii^ tte iiiii^f^^ 
Vain the falsehood ifid ji:^^ that fironqitid tiy beke od 

The reins tbe ineapaMe^ oainnoi r^taiit>l 
Lacqueys md eAafh6«r-iiiia)d9--«ej)tfttes of ev'iy grade/*-^ 

With raw-head umI Ueody-^onesy fearful and govy^ 
Fain would the people fright-^faiii^ fain deery tbe right 

Of the straightforward Duke and the Old English glory I 

Arrah ! trot, trot, &c. 
But» death to t&eir hopes ! on a nation indigpant. 

Their frauds and delusions they practise in vain. 
For their lies and their tales, and their slanders mdtigiiant. 

The foul stay that tit>liold3 fei sHaS dflk theiii dmfthl ! 
Electors, just aitd trti^ 1 ** EisrGLAiaii A*t»irci:'s t^Aif YOti 

Your duty wii-l Dd,** ind blot 6tit from \et ^tory. 
The stain of this tMmter pl^, itti^d^^efv'd, ii&idbe^f I 

Be your watch-word the Dilke, atid th^ Old English ^krry I 

Arrah! trot, trot, &c. 

*27; South Street? 

2 F 



266 



MONODY 

IN UBMORT OF THB LATB THOMAS HATNBS BAYLBT, 

And art thou gone ? Hath the insatiate tomb 

Already clasp'd thee in its drear oold*gloom T 

Shall we, who with thy wit so oft hare langh'd. 
And inspirations from thy musings qnaff 'd. 

No firesh outpourings of thy spirit hear? 

No longer shed the sympathetic tear? 

Bayley ! Thy strains shall fire the loyet^s breast> 
In all the truth of tenderness confess'd, 
When Bards of mightier pretence are gone. 
Their verse unheeded, and their name unbiown :-^ 
Mnte tho' the lyre o'er which we, raptur'd, hung 
Hie thrilling lays, the hynsn'd of beauty's tongue, 
Cold tho' thou be, these still are potent yet, 
And, whiles thejf live, *' we never can forget T" 

Fkompt at the call to dry the mourner's tear. 
With Kt/s voice the Widow's heart to cheer — 
To pluck at least one thorn from poignant grief. 
By a substantial tribute and relief. 
In Drury, late, a fair and gen'rous throng 
Touch'd their esteem for our lost child of song, 
T* "Adopt" his *' Little" ones their anxious care, 
And worldly want the painful knowledge spare. 
For death stepp'd in a *^ Creditor severe," 
Clutching his prey or ere the leaf was sere. 
Closing at once each prospect and each aim. 
And leavii^ little save the victim's fame ! 
And, oh, how hard that meed of fame to gain, 
A triumph, purchas'd with a world of pain. 
The which, ere won, the ardent spirit bears 
Cold scorn, neglect, conflicting hopes and fears, 
Nqw sanguine his aspirings meet the light, 
Kow fearful they be doom'd to endless night. 
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And then, if e*en those first sore barriers past. 

Are those the worst of hazards, and the last ; 

Ahj no, for then the callous critic comes, 

'And every iifiperfection harshly sums 

In flowmg period of uiitired abuse, 

Crushing both Author and his luckless muse t-^ 

If some, mofe happy, 'scape this dreaded doom. 

To feel life's roses round their temples bloom* 

How few compared with those ill fortune moumi 

Who from the garland but extract the thorn I 

Oh, the wild longings of the scribbling elf. 

And all unmix'd with sordid dreams of pelf $ 

Ah me ! How many waste both heart and brain, 

And strive — and strive — ^and strive — but all in vain 1 

Some sink, unequal to the ta^k imposed, 

'Gainst some each avenue is jealous clos'd 

By envy, ignorance, or selfishness, 

l!liat quells the proud heart in its bitterness, 

Whilst some, without deserving, reach the goal. 

Passing true merit fast upon a shoal ! 

But thou such dangers, safe, had overleap' d. 
With thee we've smil'd, with thee we've, sorrowings wept ; 
And, had thy life but reach'd the promised span. 
If not a rich, an independent maa 
Thou might'st have been« All fond repinings vain 1 
We cannot bid thee, "be alive again :" — 
Ere long ourselves shall prove Harth's common lo^ 
And in the churchyard all obscurely rot ; 
But living laurels round thy hallow' d tomb. 
Shall in our memory still triumphant bloom ! 
Farewell, sweet Bard, tho' skilless be the string, 
Sincere the heart that would thy tribute sing. 
Soft be the slumbers of thy last long rest. 
And, oh, thy waking, be it with the blest ! 
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LINES 



Cold in the earth lies lUr QuMtnu's fcnp^ 

Coimptioii's sister — fdajtbiag tot the worm I 

Her spsrkling cf e with beauty's ire so Kng^W 

Nowladi sod loslreksB as darkest iii|^t — 

Her cheek, her fifv her losj mouth* so ftir. 

Her swaa^like neck, her rich loxumiU hair. 

Her brow o'er-aiGhiog, her dastic acuie^ 

Her smile of witdbeij> all, all» ave gone ! 

Her gra^efiil shapes her dabaster skiiv 

No longct tbOut^ but let the Death's head griol 

Psaee to ibe ashes dearij lov'd and ^reli 

The graye shieUa foiUes^ Inilh may pawse to tell» 

On them her last eiquring thoughts she bent — 

Of them she did fUl bittedy nepeatl 

Oh» may her enora he in fiiU foi^yen. 

And her freed soul its praises sing in E(sa,y'sl 



^t**0^^*^t^t^t0^090m^^^^ 



AN AUTUMNAL EVENING BEYERIE, 
Oh, there be hours when it is bHss to breathe^ 
When mere existence is a boundless joy, 
When the soft grass that springs beneath the treacl 
Of him o'er whom in rank luxuriance 
It soon may wave, delights th' entranced souL 
Ay, many a time, in many a varying clime^ 
I've felt the power, the bliss of such an hour* 

I had a cousin, once — 
A maid so fair mine eyes have neyer since 
Thro' my life's changeful round encountered ; 
From infancy until the fateM hour 
When the young heart its first love learns to know. 
In play or learning ever comates we. 
Our hopes, our joys, our fears, owed common source. 
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I lov'd her with the hofs unmingled lo^e^ 

A sentiment of deeper^ firmefi root,-** 

A fire more fierce, a passion more intense, 

(As sure the holiest and the purest far) 

Than grej-heards can rememher or admit. 

A fire, alasj too often they permit 

To gain such mastery of the ductile heart, 

That when, hj their world's wisdom, full awake. 

The keen insidious poison haffles cure. 

And trustkig hearts and gen*rous hopes are qoell'd, 

"Which their quiescence fostered hut to crush, 

<«The course of true lore never did run smooth.** 

Our's knew no rose», tho' we felt the thorn. 

Life and its chill realities wereour^s. 

The worm was at her heart — ^and, oh, — ^for mine I 

Well, well ! It was decree^ and we must part. 

And we had met to sigh our last adieus. 

The eve as yet was young. *Twas beautiful I 

The autumn sun his midway course scarce run, 

Gilded the forest, field, and brattling brook. 

With streams of Mcjuid^ glc^iy f<ff and near, 

Cheq^ring with golden light the golden com, 

Wi^ glowing fHnge that bound the verdant mead. 

AH nature smiled. The birds chirped forth their loves, 

The oxen lowed in gleeful sympathy— 

Whilst mui, reflective, ponder'd and adored. 

It was a glorious eve — an eve that filFd 

The heart with images, too great fi>r words. 

Who has not Mt the 'rapt, the heavenfy adm 

Of such an eve ? To drink the fragrant breeee — 

To scan the sky — the clear, unruffled sky — 

To dream of worlds that azure veil conceals 

From the researches of aspiring man. 

Who, in that mirror, finds conjecture lost, 

Till to relieve his very helplessness. 
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fle turns to track his shadow on the sward. 
Or, sighing, contemplate the wavy grass 
80 green, so gay, so full of life, of hope. 
Now soothing sight and sense j and now, alas. 
In rank, luxorianoe festering o'er hia tomb, 
A truthful type of earthly notibingness — 
Who has not felt the awe of such an hour. 
Making the hot breath thick, the quick pulse still. 
And the frail flesh shrink chill'd and shudderingly. 
Till lost within that erring seat, the heart. 
He mourns the insignificance of man< 
In such a mood, offspring of blighted hope. 
My eye encountered Julia's hectic cheek-^ 
LoTC and consumption feeding at her heart ; 
" I know," said she, " thy thoughts. Oh, Fredericy 
" In some such eve, when the declining sun 
" Flings long fantastic shadows o'er the plain, 
*' And the tired hinds at lazy length repose ; 
" Or ere the glorious orb shall speed to rest, • 
" In the bright bosom of the glowing deep-^ 
** Oh, as thou saunter'st thro* the jocund mead. 
Inhaling odours fresh from Heaven's own hand, . 
And £^m'st thy cheek with day's expiring sighs, 
" Then think how oft when lore and life were young 
*' Thou'st gaz'd with her upon the setting orb, 
*' Whose mellow radiance charms attention now, 
" Fading, like her, in bright tranquillity ; 
" Will it not call to faithfid memoiy, 
*' The fond, sad eye — ^the placid, tearful smile, 
*' The cheek upraised thy lightest word to catch. 
To treasure it with woman's purest faith ? 
Nay, weep not, Frederic, — I know thou wilt. 
And thy dead Julia all alive shall seem. 
And present to thy heart at thy lone hour. 
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LOVE. 

" Love ! Heavy lightness ! Serious melancholy/' 
Of some the/a/e— of some the wanton folly — 
The whim, caprice, of rash, impatient youth. 
Flame without fire, and feeling void of truth. 
To some a tyrant — some the hest of friends — 
Sweet source of joy, of bliss that never ends. 
First love ! False poet's song — ^fond maiden's theme, 
Hope without hope, wi^ unsubstantial dream ; 
Unless where Fhoenix like, thy bliss be given. 
Then bliss indeed — ^unequalled under Heaven. 
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OUft FIRST LIEUTENANT: 



A vjamcAL sauce; in a<wo acts. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Mr. Trenholm ----- Mr, Edwards* 

Edmund, his Son . . • » Mr. Stirling* 

Harry Bingham - - . - Mr* Wilkins* 

Major, Sir Charles Flemington • Mr. Bevan* 

Ben Bunt ..-..*- Mr* Lloyd* 

Louisa Trenaolm * • • Miss Elusa Tyrbr* 

Eliza (now omitted) . • . Miss Julia NicoL, 

Mary  

JennV , - * , - I  »■ 



*••— ^"■—•■^ 



Servant (now omitted) - - Miss Irons. 
Scene, Plymouth* Time, Two Days* 

KoTK. — Gratitude for her admirable delivery of the Epilogue to the 
*< BuBHaANOBBs/' coupled with an earnest desire to bring forward 
a deserving young actress, caused the production of this sketch, the 
character of fjouisa Trenholm having been expressly written for 
Miss Elixa Tyrer, now the lady of Capt, Barclay, of pedestrian cele* 
brity4 The piece was, originally, styled " Manias and Maniacs,'' 
under which appellation it was acted at the Caledonian Theatre, 
ildinburgh, the 6th January, 1830, continuing a triumphant career 
of many successive nights, there and elsewhere. In its pristine 
form it was fettered with an episodical, serious interest, whose ab# 
straction being deemed beneficial to the undisturbed broad farce of 
the main plot, caused a few omissioiis and alterations, and the adop* 
tlon of the present title, 



OtIR FIRST LIEUTENANT. 



ACT FIRST. SCENE PIBST. 

I 

Union Street, Plsrmouth. 

Enter Edmund Trenholm and Lieut. Harry BinghaMi 

tneetitiff* 

Edm. Bingham I Harry Bingham ! 

Harry, Ned Trenholm I {^Shaking hands.) 

Edm. "Welcome, my dear fellow. — ^Welcome, once more, to 
your native land. 

Harry, Thank ye-— thank ye, Ned, Let hut your madcap 
sister, my charming Loui, give me a reception equally warm, 
and it will prove ample recompense for all the hardships I've 
encountered since last we met. 

Edm, Pho ! — ^make yourself perfectly easy on that score. 
The sister will not he hehind her hrother in expression of joy 
at again heholding the man of her heart. 

Harry, Then my angel still stands fast to her promise ? 

Edm, Ay, as you do to your guns in action, Harry ; not 
hut that a rival has heen started during your last cruise. 

Harry. A rival? 

Edm, Tes, a rival ; but don't be in the least alarmed, he 
finds no favour in the lady's eyes I assure you. Nay, it would 
do your heart good to see with what scorn the hussy treats 
him — splaying off a thousand monkey tricks at his expense. 

Harry,, And pray who may the gentleman be? 

Edm, Truly, in his own eyes, the most accomptished of 
Baronets — ^the most fascinating of exquisites, and the most 
charming of men ; in short, a second Brummel ! 

Harry. "Whilst in Loui's ? — 
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Edm. He is the most pngmatic of pr%8 — the most into- 
lerable of coxcombs, and tbe most msndlin of fashionmongen. 
To sum up all in one en^phoHe sentence, — ^He is the reverse of 
yoQ. 

Harry. Then I have nothiqg to iq>|nreheDd or his aoeoont, 
it would seem. 

Edm* Not from her. Unfortnnatdy, dad yiews his |HWten- 
nons ix\ a very different lights afibrding Ins soil all Us-counte- 
nance and support. Let not that, ho«e?er, dismay you, for. 
Loui and I have entered into leagw eflbnnve said dtfentifs 
in your behalf and I think it odds but we triumph orer the 
superlative Sir Charles. 
Harry. Sir Charles, — ^who 1 
' Sdm. Sir Charles Flemington t 
Harry. What, of the Hussars ? 
Edm. The same. Tou know him f 
Harry. We have met. He dined in the ward-room of Ihe 
Tkanderg whilst we were last in Sound. 

Edm. His swmging estate brought him into fhe good 
graces of my father, whilst his being in the army increases the 
antipathy Loui otherwise entertains. 
Harry, What, then, she still prefers the "Btae Jacket f 
Edm. Blue Jacket I My dear Hany, I* re heaord of literaiy 
manias — ^theatrical manias — searlet cotiana manias, and erery 
other kind and quality of manias, but my caster, Sir, is the 
jBrst young lady I ever knew to be curelesdy infected with a 
nautical mania. 
Harry. A nautical mania? 

Edm. Ay, Sir. The girPs head is turned. Tacks and sheets 
— ^lifts and braces — cluelines and buntlines, with all the other 
ffear, as she terms it, of a ship, are her ceaseless themes of 
discourse. 
Harry. Brayo! 'Pen my life a lass of mettle! 
Edm, Falconer is her bosom friend, and his dictionary of 
marine a treasury of exhaustless knowledge. 
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Harry. Ha, ha, ha! 

Edm, Cooper sometime the delight of the uninitiated, has 
been unceremoBiottBly pronounced a Yankee lubber ; whilst the 
Shipwreek^ King's Own» Peter Simple^ and Ben Braee, are de- 
ckired to be the productions of genuine able seamen. 

Harry, Capital ! 

Edm. All her tastes are strongly io^r^ated with the 
aiyaatie. 1% fact, she and every thing belonging to hor are one 
unmixed, eternal " Tale of the Sea !" 

Harry* Ha, ha, Ini ! 'P(m my word, Ned, I shall take her 
to sea with me nej^t cruise» and ^ve her some practical lessons 
in the profession. 

Edm. I'd advise you not, Hal. Ten to one she'd supersede 
yosL I hftv'ii^ tojd you all yet. Last summer she eBcouut^red 
Mr. Beigamln Bunifc, eapti^ of Ac SkanmtCe main-top on our 
homeward passage with you from Halifax. Now as honest Ben 
is what Miss Loui scienlificiilly terms a regular built Jaek^ he 
wiia ferihwitb engaged tafimA her education* 

Harry. Ha»ha»hal WeHT 

Edm* Oh,, a mi»fe able or drilling instructor in all the arcana 
oijom profession could not he found. *6ad I bdUere dad and 
I aire the sole individnab of the household who have escaped 
ihe maritime iunsulation. Mary, my sister's maid, arranges 
her mistress's toilet to the favourite air, ** The pridte of the 
ocean'*-«<-Mollidustf^ the housemaid brushes away to the tune, 
"Britons strike home'^-^-whikt Joe^ the groom, and Dick, his 
helper, curry their nags as they whisUe '* Cease mie Boreas." 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Eduu Oh,. Mr. Bunt has adbieved wondws, and ta crown 
his merits in his mistress's eyes» he holda a ^labetet'' in rdi- 
gious abhorrence ! 

Harry. '6ad» Ne4 ibis i» the very giri for a sailcMr's wife, 

Edm, Some week since she had a model of your saucy 
Shamum built, upon wiudki every hour has been emjrioyed fit- 
ting her rigging under the superuitendence of Mr. Bunt. When 
I left home they had just crossed top-gallant yards. 
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Harry. Indeed? Then Fd best set iny royals, else ^ey 
llaTe tripped anchor ere I can reach her moorings. Bat, staj 
Ned, a word with yon. Do you still hold the power of Capid( 
at defiance^ or have yon at lei%;th siruek to the charma of thcr 
sex! 

Edm. Ah! (Siffhs.) 

Harry. *'Is it even ^f** Nity, mail, never be ashanred^ 
The regard of virtnoos beauty confers honour and dignity ob 
the best and bravest. 

Edm. Ah! {jngtung) verytroel But the regard of beaaty 
will, I fear never be mine I Heigho! 

Harry. Why not, I pray T 

Edm. Because — my r^ard of benuty is mucti too general 
ever to become particular, ha ! ha, ha I Not, indeed, but that 
I've had a little moth^like fluttering^ too, getting my wings 
singed for my fool-hardiness. 

Harry. Ned, Ned, you atre an incorrigible \ 

Edm. Nay, 'pen my life, Fm a positive martyr to the tender 
passion — ^I've been at least fifty times ^erumdy ni love-^^three 
6f them dreadfully, dangerously — almost matrimonidlly I 

Harry. Really 1 What could reduce you to such extremity ? 

Edm. The tenderness of my nature — ah, my dear friend, I 
am all heart! and thrice, by miracle, I have escaped the 
sacrifice ! 

Harry. Poor fdlow I may one learn the details of these 
heart-rending affidrs with the name of the syrens who could 
commit such havoc ? 

Edm. In perfect confidenee — why — «^ 

Harry. Oh, in most absolute confidence ! — ^The first her<diife 
of the redoubtable trial — 

Edm. Was, Miss Rosa M atUda Ma ^we'll wave the sur* 

name as subversive to the romance of the matter — Rosa^ 
Matilda I Only think I What a melodious blending of pofetic 
syllables ! Ob, Harry ! She was an angelic being ! Excuse 
Ibis weakness — ^but I cannot name that name without — — 
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Harry. "Why didn't you many her? 

Bdm. Have patience I Day after day, hour after hour, 
minute after minute, flew on golden pinions in that dear 
one's company. Would I were poet or noYeUst that I might 
fiuntly limn the heauties of her seraphic countenance, the 
graceful curls of her flowing locks. One mom — one dread* 
eventful mom, as usual, I was at my devotions. Unnoticed or 
unregarded, a flaxen-pated urchin, of some nine or ten years' 
standing, seemingly jealous of my monopoly of his dear sister's 
love, was clinging round her chair. He was a mischievous 
Inrat, and expressed mudi delight at the pranks of the "Spoilbd 
Chii.1)," which he had witnessed at the Theatre the previous 
evening. 

Harry. Well ! 

Sdm. In a moment of gentle dalliance, I strove to possess 
me of one oi my Rosa's long amhrosial tresses. She denied 
the coveted hoon, and in playful wantonness darted from her 
chair. Heavens I What a change came o'er the^ spirit of my 
dream ! The imp of a hrother had fastened one of those love- 
locks to the top rail of his sister's seat. The result of this 
contrivance was appalling; as dire as tho' the red Indian 
and his tomahawk had been at work — ^for, as my Rosa darted 
from my grasp, her glossy ebon curls vanished from her head 
to dangle at her chair ! 

Harry. Ha! ha I ha! 

Edm. Lau^ !— Oh, Harry, it was no laughing matter, be- 
lieve me. There stood I the victim of this youthful Plrospero, 
half expecting to behold the abstraction of eyes and teeth, and 
gazing in helpless, hopeless, earnestness, at the hapless, hair- 
less scalp, the most abject type of horror and despair. The 
author of this deplorable transformatbn, having laughed his All, 
fled its consequence. The lady, fell into violent convulsions — 
what ensued I know not — suffice to say I departed to see 
fair Rosa no more, entertaining a vulgar predilection that the 

kdy of my love shall carry all her charms to the nuptial couch. 

2n 
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Harry, Ha I ha ! ha ! -So much for number one. Noivt^'for 
your second swan ; she I hope had no play-going brother ? 

Edm. What the dinne Amarantilla — mj exquisite exotic? 
Oh no ! A houri ! Harry, a positive houri ! Bright as her 
eastern skies and glowing as her clime ! Oh how I did wor- 
ship her ! The blood actually boiled in lara-like fervour in her 
presence. She was my beau ideal of feminine loveliness. 

Harry, Then what hitch prevented your making her Mrs. 
Trenholm? 

Edm, The veriest trifle in life, Hal< I discovered, and that 
in the nick of time, that if she boasted every .tropical pierfection, 
Ae owned, too, one leetle tropical &ult, jodousy — jealousy, my 
dear friend, was her rock ahead. Now, being a very modest 
young man, and not over confident in my own immaculacy, why 
I e*en ungallantly presented the apple of discord, taking the 
opportunity a£ a violent difference of opinion to leave my 
charmer in full and final possession of the field. 

Harry. Whilst number three — 

Edm. Had a slight blemish in temper — disputing with her 
sisters, cuffing her maids, and lecturing the footmen. Being 
constitutionally averse to matrimonisl duets in alt, and having 
no desire to play wcond fiddle, I made my bow and withdrew. 

Harry. Why, at this rate, I fear, you will live and die a 
bachelor. 

Edm. By Jove, Hal, if I marry it will be the death of half 
the Venuses in England. You would not have me guilty of 
such atrocity — ^me who love the angels with such single-heart- 
edness of purpose that, my unceasing prayer has been. 

Oh ! '' That the sex had but one rosy month. 
That I might kiss them all from north to south !" 

A word in your ear, notwithstandiiig ; I am now on my fourth 
and absolutely last attempt at self-sacrifice — 

Harry, Excellent ! And the lady — 

Edm. Of that hereafter as it may be. But aint you a pretty 
lover to be wasting time in idle gossip with me, which should 
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be dedicated to my poor n^lected sister. Off with jou> Sir, 
for if Loui hears of this indifference, keel-hauling will he the 
slightest punishment for your delinquency. Good bye, Hal ! 
Harry. Good bye, Ned ! And bette^ luck with No. 4. 

[Exeunt on different 9ide9, laughing. 

SCENE SECOND. 

Louisa's Boudoir. The walls hung with pictures of naval battles, and 
portraits of ships of war. In the centre of the room the model of 
the Shannon upon a wheeled carriage. Louisa discovered busily 
occupied with the rigging. 

SONG.— Louisa.^ 
Air—" The Light qf other DayeJ' 

The Tar9 of other days have left us, 

For " go Tiead" 'Mericay ; 
Joe Hume and Jonathan have 'reft us, 

Of Jack— /or double pay ; 
Our fleet, which once was mann'd so proudly, 

Now languishes — decays — 
Whilst Britannia mourns both long and loudly, 

Her Tare of other days I 

Hie wages able seamen merit. 

The pensions they deserve. 
Are naught — ^yet rarely they inherit, 

Save thirty yeare they serve I 
Our " HEARTS OF OAK*' oucc morc to muster. 

Increase their means and ways ; 
Then woe to them that dare to bluster 

The Tare of other days ! 

Enter Ben-Bunt. 

Lou. There she is at last, Bunt I 

Bunt. Ay, there she is, Miss, fitted from truck to keelson 
by your own beautiful hands, and as rakish a craft as ever Ben 
clapt his weather glim upon. 

* Not original to the farce, but copied, as appropriate, from a contri- 
bution by the writer to Fra»er*s Magazine^ 0' Saturday Night and Sttitday 
Noon at Sea'') of January, 1842. 
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£ou. Is he a Bed, Blu^ or White Adminl that Hany 
Bingham sails miclerf 

Buni. White, Miss. 

Lorn. Then ran up the correspondiDg ensign, jack, and 
pennanty Bunt. 

Bunt Ay, aj, Miss ! St. George's jack, and Nelson's for 
erer I (Flaga displayed.) 

Lou. (Looking at the ehip from the head.) Come here, 
Bunt. I don't think that maintopsail yard's squared in ship 
shape fashion. It wants a pull of the larhoard hrace, and the 
starhoard lift should he eased away a hit ; don't you think so? 

Bunt. Smash my toplights ! That an old man-o'-wai^s man 
should*nt a seen that afore. By jingo, the yard's all of a huh ! 
Stand hy. Miss. Ease away the starhoard brace ! 

Lou. Handsomely I Turn there ! Now for the lift. Ay, 
that*ll do ! Did'nt you say a ship of the line had come into 
Sound this morning 7 

Bunt, Ay, Miss, an eighty-four I 

Lou. Did you hear her name, or from what station T 

Bunt. Why, d'ye see. Miss, I overhauled an old shipmate 
at the Admiral M'Bride on Barbican, and he said as how he 
h'lieyed it was the Thunder. 

Lou. What ! My dear Harry's ship ? Bear a-hand, Bmit. 

Make sail for the Hoe, and bring me certain intelligence without 

delay. But, avast^-round to. — Should it really be my dear 

Harry, he will be in dock here, before you could fetch twenty 

fathoms head way. 

Enter Mr. Trenholm. 

Tren. Hey ! What, what I StiU at this fooUsh work, child? 
Well, well, I see how it will be — I shall be compelled to dis- 
charge your coadjutor, Mr. Bunt, and kindle the parlour fire 
some morning with that confounded ship. 

Lou. Best leave that alone. Papa ! 

Tren. And why so. Miss impudence ? 

Lou. Because you wouldn't be the first foe that found the 
fire of a British frigate more warm than comfortable ! 
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BunL That's a raking shot, Miss Loui. 

2Ven« Be a good girl, receiye the addresses of Sir Charles 
in a hecoming manner, and egad I don't mind if I bny a whole 
fleet of ships for you. 

Lou. La I Papa ! What would be the use of them, with 
such a loblolly boy as Sir Charles. The thing's neither fit for 
show nor service, and can neither hand, reef, nor steer. 

Tren. Steer ! Pho ! He's worth ten thousand a-year ! 

Lou. And what of that, Sir ? Havn't I given my promise to 
Hany Bingham. Bless his heart — ^a sailor every inch of him I 

Tren, And, pray Miss, aint Sir Charles in the army, which, 
now-a-days, is the favourite service of the two? 

Lou. , Ay, more's the pity for Old England, when the Lobsters 
are preferred to her own Blue Jackets ! 

Tren. Lobsters, Miss! Speak of the military with more 
respect. If you're fond of Blue Jackets, don't Sir Charles wear 
one 7 Aint he ait officer in the most distinguished corps of His 
Majesty's Hussars ? 

Bunt. Mayhap so, old genleman, but Hs'n is only a bastard 
sort o' blue arter all, and like other lobsters he'll boil red — 
whereas, d'ye see — 

Lou. True Blue never fades ! 

Tren. And who desired yon to put in your oar. Sir ? Qmt 
the room this moment ! 

Bunt. Ay, ay. Sir ! But you may spare preaching. Don^t 
you bother yourself a spinning of long-winded yams. Palaver 
ai^gnfies nothing. For, d'ye mind me, Harry Bingham's the lad, 
and Miss Loui there — " is the lass that loves a sailor !" [Sxit. 

Lou. Ay, that she is, and the lass that will stand by him, 
too, sink or swim ! 

Tren» You impudent hussy ! Dare you say so to my face t 

Lou. Why, lad. Papa ! D'ye think I can box about like a 
dog-vane, that reers and hauls with every shift of wind I When 
Harry Bingham was last in England, didn't I give him my 
promise with your own free consent ? 



286 OUR wiwn licvtbkant: 



Trem. Why. yet— jei — there's no doiying that — but then 
Sir Chailes hadnH done jon the hononr of offmng At# addiesses. 

XoK. Bammr^ Yw^X In my mind there is much more honour 
in bestowing my hand upon the man of my affections — a gallant 
seaman— one of those noble heroes^ the iuTindble and natoral 
defenders of oor Island. 

Trtn. Don't Sir Charies form one of our national bulwarks? 

XoK* "Britannia needs no bolwarks^ 
^^No towers along the steep, 
*' Her march is on the mountain wave, 
*' Her home is on the deep !" 

7V«ii. This may be all yeiy fine, Miss Louisa, but Sir 
Charles is the man I choose to bestow my daughter upon. 

XoK. Hadn't you better dispose of your daughter City Canal 
ftshion? 

Trtn. How's that 7 

Xou. Stick a broom at her mast head. 

3V«it. Pho I To answer you in your own strain. Sir Charies 
has struck the broom. 

Lou. Has he ? You'll find. Papa, that that duty will devolre 
upon a certain gallant Lieutenant. 

Tren, And, pray Madam, will you be kind enough to 
acquaint me in what manner *' a certain gattant Lieutenant** 
will be able to support a wife? He has nothing beyond his pay 
as I take it. 

Lou. Nothing, except what the most indulgent of Papa's 
will bestow with the most dutiful of daughters. 

Tren. Who sets her affectionate fieither at defiance. 

Lou. Nay, now — ^you're too severe. That I do lore my own 
dear Hany, the fiiult's as much yours as mine, who encouraged 
our young and growing attachment ; and if I can't now slip the 
cable of my regard, it is because you permitted him to carry my 
heart without opposition. 

Tren. Pho I Never tell me. What ! Hasn't he been to sea 
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these three years f Why, you hussy, you don't mean to say you 
have loved him unchangeably for three years? It would be a 
libel on your se3c, you jade ! 

LofU. Noi Papa, it is such as you who are the cause of libel 
on our sex., You compel the timid maiden to sacrifice affection 
at the shrine of dufy— to gratify your own vanity — ^under the 
empty pretence of making your daughters splendidly miserable! 

Tren, Ha ! Hum ! You think that a very conclusive oration, 
don't you, now ? But, FU tell you what — marry Sir Charles — 
or you may go to sea with ^' the gallant Lieutenant," and put your 
theory into practice — and that you may be properly equipp'd, I 
will purchase for you 

Ixm. What, Papa? 

Tren. As handsome a suit of slops as any Jew dealer in. 
Plymouth can furnish. So, courage Loui ! Who knows but you 
may yet cut as conspicuous a figure as Mary Read, Ann Bonet, 
or any other female pirate I Ha, ha, ha ! [Exit. 

Lou. Well said, most affectionate of fathers ! But come, I 
aint quite so hard up as that either. If my dear Harry only 
^emains as constant as myself — ^but psha! — ^I deserve to be 
mast-headed for doubting him even for an instant. No, no I 
he's heart of oak to the core ! Besides, aint my brother Ned his 
old class-mate, and sworn comrade. Then courage Loui. Stand 
to your guns, and you'll weather this squiall I 

Enter Bunt, 

Bunt. Miss Loui, there's Sir Charles below. They've let 
him know as how you're aloft, so he hailed me to pass the word 
to lam if it be your pleasure to admit him. 

Lou. The tiresome ninny ! Where is he d'ye soy? 

Bunt. On the ground tier. Miss, backing and.filling like a 
marchant-man dodging off port for her clearance. 

Lou. Well, well, gather way upon him, and tow him up 
here. 

BuMi. In the turning of a handspike. Miss. [Exit. 

Lou. Heigho ! Now must I be teased to death with the 
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impcftiBent chatter of Uiu mOitaij popp J, wlioi Fm a^^ 
djing with nnpctieiioe to hear the news fiom mjown dear 
Hany. Weill Since he wiD intrad^ kt me aee if I can't 
amnae myaelf at hia expenae. Okt ! he heanrea in aig^t ! 

(8ke mi$ by iktfn^mU mmd takm a hook.) 
Emier Sir CuAXLEBfuUowed h^f Bum*. 

Sir C Mj dear Ifiaa Looisa, allow one of tiie humblest 
of your davea the Mkatj to ktu the tips of joor fiuiy dig^its. 
You look poaitivel J angdic — joa do^ killing^ j ! 

Lom* [flanker! 

Sir C. Span-kerf 

XoK. (Opening Falamef's Dietiamay.) Otherwise caDed 
driver^ mizzen, tray-sail, &c. 

Sir C. As I'm a Baronet, I deemed joor speech had refer- 
ence to my preceding sentence. I dld^ moat decid^y. 

Lou, Booby! 

SirC. £h7 

Lou. {Looking m Faleoner,) A bird (bond in tropical 
latitudes I 

Sir C* Biiss Louisa, if yon will condescend to lay aside that 
ponderous tome, and honour me with a slight share of your 
moat ddectable conyersation, you will vastly oblige me — you 
will, most agreeably. 

Lou. Bunt, in all your cruizing did you erer fall in with 
suchawhiffl^ig? — Ha, ha, ha! Why a stiff breeze would cany 
him away — ^ha, ha, ha ! 

BmU. No great ^bnger of tlmt, Miss Loui, for d'ye see he's 
like the ShanwnCo main top-mast there — well set up with stays ! 

Lou. Ha, ha, ha ! Thankye Bunt, I owe you a ddlar for 
that — ^ha, ha, ha I 

Sir C. He, be, hef It is particularly delightful to have the 
happiness of affording amusement to one's friends — ^it is, posi- 
tively ! 

Lou. Then, Sir Charles, permit me to congratulate yon m the 
enjoyment of that pleasure to perfeetion, for wherever you 
appear, you are sure to set the company in a roar. 
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Sir 0. A most degantlj tarned compliment, and beyond 
my speiikbg— 'it is utterly. 

Lou. Prajy Sir Charles, may 1 enquire what good fortune 
has procured me the honour of the present Visit? 

SitC. If yoU &TO!lr me with a few minutes in priTite^ I 
shall unfold myself at fy]l $ at pr^ent I cannot speak : I can't-^ 
decidedly^ 

Bwkif No I then pray can you sing^ Sir Chariest 

Sir (7. What do you mean, fellow f 

Bunt Only a small matter, your Honour ! 

Lws Vfhj, what is't Bunt? Out stoppers ! 

Bunt. Stand dear then Miss. You stee^ when I 'longed to 
the Betty-Ruffen, my messmate Tom Bilg^ was one of them 
ere chaps what yawed in thdtf parts of qpeedi; howsumever he 
ooidd sing like ai) angeL Weill it eomed to pass one night in 
the midcUe watch, a fire broke out in the fok'sd. The young 
gmClemm forard bid Tom cut aft to the kftenant of the wateh^ 
to let him know all about it.^ Whi^ with the surprise and his 
own hagitadon* poor Tom couldn't launch out never a single 
word, but kept on T— T— T— . {Stuttering.) At kst the 
leftenant got into a thundering passion and sung out, Da 

Lou. (Putting her hand before hie mouth.) Drop the 
axpletiv^ Ben ! 

Bunt. The what, Miasi 

Lou, Never mind, go on 1 

Bunt. Well^ Well ! The leftenant got into a thundering 
passion^ and sung out D — (Louiea cheeks him.) Oh, ay, ay, 
I twig I Well I The leftenant got into a thundering passion 
and sung out, Blow your stuttering eyes, if you cau^t say it, 
sing it I Tom didn't need a second bidding, but chanted away 
like a jolly fellow. The fok'sels on fire, Sir, fal de ral, de ral, 
de ral, the fok'sels on fire, fal de ral, de ral. {Singe.) 

Lou. Ha, ha, ha ! ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir C. And pray, fellow, what connection have I with your 
unintelligible tale 7 

2o (^ 
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Bunt. Why, d'jre mind me. I reckoned you m%ht be like 
Tom Bilge, yer Honour, if you couldn't say it, you might sing 
it — YoL, ha, ha I 

Sir C, Abscond thou marine monster. 

Burnt. Marine! Ben Bunt, Cq>tain of the Maintop in 
H. M. S. ShannoHf to be called a marine by a thundering 
lobster. May I be 

Lou. (Checking him.) Never mind, Bnnt, all's one for 
that. Top your boom, and keep a bright lodK out for the 
lieutenant, do ye hear? 

Bunt. Ay, ay. Miss! But to be called a marine by that 
ere gingerbread army ! I only wish I had him at the gratings^ 
and I were boson's mate. My eyes ! would't I polish his 
gingerbread works f A marine ! Smash my toplights ! . [Exit. 

Lou. Now, Sir Charles, the coast is clea% the sooner you 
open your ports the better — ^if you'll excuse me, Fll just take 
a small pull of this starboard fore brace — but go on, I can hear 
what you've got to say quite well. 

8ir C. Ah ! what, your pretty little vessel is at length 
equipped. She is peculiarly handsome, she is ui\exceptionable. 

Lou. Aint she now? Just slack away the starboard fore- 
lift a small bit, will you? 

Sir C. Lift her. Miss Louisa — are you quite sure the paint 
is dry, else I shall soil my new pelisse — ^I shall abominably ! 

Sir C. Lift her ! ha, ha, ha I Well, that's excellent ! no, 
no, Sir Charles, you will leave her alone if you please, there 
BOW. Come here Sir Charles. Do observe how beautiftil 
that mizzen mast rakes aft ! Did you ever see a ship with a 
finer counter? 

Sir C. My dear Miss Louisa, I really don't comprehend a 
word you say, I don't positively. 

Lou. Only regard the stave of her bowsprit. 

Sir C. I am surprised that a young lady of your fashion 
and figure, can condescend to make use of such vile nautical 
jargon. 
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Xcm« What, Sir Charles, wouldn't you haTe me understand 
the jargon of my intended husband ? 
SirC. Husband, Miss Louisa? 
Lou, Ay, husband. Sir Ghanles ? Is that so ineonceirable? 

Sir C* Why — somewhat — ^most assuredly ! seeing that I 
am honoured with your father's choice for a son-in-law, and it 
was upon the important subject ef matrimony that I wished at 
present to discourse to you. 

Lou. .Was it? then you may save yovurself the trouble, as 
that is a subject I mean to reserve for the especial discussion of 
lieutenant Harry Bikigham, H. M. S. Thmder^ whom I expect 
here every minute. 

Sir C, Surely, Miss Louisa, you will not treat me with so 
much cruelty. A sailor ! Bah I di^^usting ! I protest I have 
never set foot on ^pboard without an utter destruction of 
wearing apparel, everything is so filthy, and smells so horribly 
of tar, that had I not had continual recourse to my essence 
bottle, I must positively have fainted away;. I must indubitably ! 

Lou. Poor dear creature ! Don't you venture again. Sir 
Charles, who knows what may be the consequence, should you 
actually prove so fool-hardy \ 

Sir C, Allow me to solicit your attention for a few moments* 
Do most angelic of women, impartially reflect on the merits of 
a pennyless sea Lieutenant, and the substantial advantages you 
will derive from an union with a Baronet of tolerable parts- 1 

Lou, Very tolerable ! 

Sir C. And ten thousand a-year I 

Lou. A more weighty consideration ! 

Sir C. Who is, moreover, senior Major of that magnificent 
corps, styled, par excellence^ the flower of the Cavalry ! 

Lou, And of which, par excellence, you are the very stock 
gillyflower ! 

Sir C. Permit me on my knees to tender my most respect- 
ful adoration I 
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Ian* Stop^ stop. Sir Chailsi, or there wSL be en otter 
deetmction of weeriog epperel ! 

BwU. ' (Sing€ wUhmU.) 

«" For tilt eoliran ef 014 Sii|^aa41ie fiaOed te the vest, 
«« And he died— 

ATast there, Ben, — no^ no— danmie he didnH die. Aj, 

now I have it — 

•« And fought like a tnie Britbh Saito." 

Enter Bttnt. 
Hnzsal Huzza! Clear the gangway, Bodger 1 He's eonng^ 
Miss, he^s eoming! The Leftenantfs comings— I aeen him 1m#- 
Kngalongafore the wind, eeren knots dean off the red! Here 
he is — stand by, Miss — diift yonr hdm, Sodger! Hnzn! 
Hnzza! 

(Bunt rfMi ogainH Sir Charles, andpuiket km mmde*) 

Enter Harry, Louisa and he ruth inio each otker^e arme* 

Lou. Harry, dear Harry ! 

Harry. Lonisa ! My own Louisa ! 

8ir C Mighty agreeable ! It is eonsnmedly ! 

Bunt* I say, yer Honour; torn and tnm's fidr play dl the 
world over. TouVe had your spdl — hadn't yon best drop 
astam and let 'em engage a bit. Come fill away, and FU tdie 
you under oo&Toy, 

XoM, Ay, do Sir Charles, ruQ up your jib^ fill your main- 
tiq>sai], pay off your head. 

Sir C. Pay off my hei^ ! 

Lou, Haul out your driver, and s^jurt en end I 

Harry. Odds my life, Loui, 1% have you made Post} 

Bunt. Come Sir Charles, up stick, and away. 

Sir 0. Was Louism I fffofess utter igaoranoe of tbe un- 
known tongues. Your phraseology is inexplicablev A transla- 
tion will oblige. — It will positively ! 

Lou. Will it ? Then, Sir Charles, as I believe our conver- 
sation was at an end, let me beg you will, for the piresent, 
terminate your visit. 

Sir C. Most unwillingly ; but it shall be to wait upon your 
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&tber» Madam, to whom I shall render a full account of this 
indignity. I shall most circumstantially [iSW#. 

Bun^. I wish you were at the bottom of the fish-rpond. I 
do most undoubtedly ! [jKnV, 

Lou. My dear, dear Harry ! Well, thank God, here you ave 
once more ^|lfe foid sound. I wish all wf i^t as smoothly as 
heretofore, but my foolish old father has 9<»nebow t^ikep it 
into hi9 obntimte fnt^ that I shall espouse the exquisite per- 
sonage who baa ju»t left um and as hia equally obstinate 
dauf^ter has resolved at all hazards, to wed a certain Naval 
Lieutenant, I forsee smdry aquaOs brewing, but we must trim 
sails aoBOfdiog^y. and pnty Peaven we eseiqpe shipwreck I 

ffarry^ Nedt &wh irkom I have just parted, baa told me 
all, and I rejoice to see yoa ao ftitbful to tj^e promise gfvvx 
to your own poor sailor. 

JUm* W^ Sarry, and woq^dn't you bavo been aa tme to 

me ? But, handsomely now, I hope you have not been cruisblg 

on forbidden ground, J forgot tbat you have visited d«ssic 

8t^ since last we met. Perhaps the Isles of Greece may have 

produced some object to banish the image of poor Loui from 

^paemozy! 

Harry. It won't do Loui. I see thro' the trick you litt|e 

madcap, you wish me to enter into an elaborate defence, in 

order that you may laugh at me fpr my pains. 

jfxni. Why Hal, you've grown mighty 'cute this last cruise. 
And you really think that was jnj intention, do youT Very 
well. Sir ! but I doubt there's mor^ truth thap we generally 
care to admit in the saying which declares, << Sailors in every 
port a mistress find." 

Harry. Well, love, what we know not, harms us not, how- 
ever, for my own poor part, I claim to be an es^ception from 
your saying ; for by the honour of a gentleman, the image of 
xpy owu dear Loui, has been m^ support and cousolation 
amidst danger and difficulty, and I bnng her back a heart wfiiph 
has ever been all your own — unchanged and unchangeable. 
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I/m. Welly you've said that so yeiy prettfly, I sappose I 
most betieve you. 

Harry. Say yoa so? Then stand by ! (Kitta her.') 

Lou. Bless me, you seem to be an officer of experience is 
that department. 

Harry. Shall I give further proof? {Oferixig.) 

L(m. No— iio— no ! 

Harry. Why I hme but fired a signal gui^ and suidy after 
so long an absence my mistress deserves a Royal salutel 

{Catches her in his arms*) 
Enter Bvm qmehly. 

Bunt* At dose quarters, like the Shann&n and Chesapeake! 
Ax pardon, Misa^ but Fre bore up, like a repeating firigat^ to 
pass the signal I Here's the Lobster and the old 'un under 
weigh, so look out for foul weather t 

Lou. Never mind. Bunt I Let's overhaul the Shannon, 
Ebrry! 

Harry. Ton my life she's a clipper ! 

{They busy themselves with the ship*) 

Enter Sir Charles and Mr. Trenholm. 

Sir C. There, Sir ! there they are — a perfect nautical trio. 
Three genuine sea monsters. They are, most aquatically ! 

Tren. Never mind. Sir Charles, I've given you my word, 
and as for Mr. Hany Bingham, he shall tramp without delay. 

Harry. {Coming forward.) My dear Mr. Trenholm, I am 
delighted to see you. {Takes his hand.) 

Tren. I should have been much'happier to have met you 
elsewhere, Lieutenant. Matters have taken a change since you 
were last in England, and I have been induced to bestow my 
daughter otherwise than was then intended. 

Sir C. Yes, Mr. Harry Bingham, the proposals which I 
have had the honour to submit, have been approved of, 
and I have been made blest by the consent of Mr. Trenholm. 
I have, most hymeneally ! 
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Xoti« (dmging.) 

" A bullet next minute 
Laid bim low on the deck, and he never spoke more I'' 

Harry. That is all vastly a^eable, no doubt ; but ptay Sii* 
Charles, when you submitted such proposals, were you aware 
that I was engaged to the young lady ? 

Sir C, Not decidedly. No, most unequivocally ! I learnt 
indeed of a kind of a sort of a, peiichant, which Mr. Trenholm 
pronounced to be peculiarly unsatisfactory, and I was therefore 
fblly authorised to render my addresses in due form. I was, 
most parentally I 

Harry. And have you not since learnt that those addresses 
found no favour in the lady's eyes ? 

Sir C. Mere maidenly modesty ! It is, most bashfidly ! 

Lou. {sinffs.) 

" Oo, George, I can't endure you, 
I hate you, I assure you." 

Harry. I have reason to think otherwise. Sir Charles, and 

ftel confident that the faith which my dear Louisa has vowed 

to me — 

Lou, (9ing9.) 

" Will ever true remain." 

Harry. I therefore conceive it would be more manly, and 
more honourable, were you to withdraw your claim. • 

jS>tr C. Pardon me, my dear Mr. Bingham, so long as I shall 
be sanctioned by the young lady's papa, I must proceed. I 
must, most assiduously ! 

Harry. Pray Mr. Trenholm, had I not your promise ? 

Tren. Pooh, pooh. Lieutenant, you're old enough to know 
that promises, like pie-crusts, are made to be broken ! 

Lou. (e€igerly springing forward,) Are they. Papa? Then 
break your's with Sir Charles — only let me marry the Lieu- 
tenanty and I'll be so good — that I will ! 

Tren. Get about your business, you impudent haggage ! 
Was ever poor elderly gentleman tormented with two such 
children? There's my son throwing away the finest opportu- 
nities — ^my daughter <crazy about ships and sailors. 
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Lou* And F^M move cndced than cither of OS. when Wd 
hste me many soch an ilhistrioDS piece of fdly as thia ginicradc 
hoaaar! 

2Wii. Be q^aaetf Ifiaa! Sir Chaiica^ you shall hare her« 
Mr. Bingham, the fiiTonr of joor absenee ia reqoested. 

Lou* Thgm jon may as well gi^e my slops at onoe^ and torn 
me aArift to act Alaiy Bead, or Anne Bonet, for nobody bntmy 
own dear BLany shall have me ! 

IVem. Ton shall be locked np in your duonber. Miss — jwi 
shaUI 

Buui. PositiTely! 

Lou. Blare yon eyer been engaged in the cutting out sarvicet 
Hanyt 

Sony* Often, dearest ! 

Lou. Yeiy weUI the hmd kys N. by W« ^ W. ! 

Bunt. (oMe to him,) She means her chamber I 

Harry. I understand I 

Lou. All's well, then ! Sir Charles, yon may brace up, and 
hanlaft! 

Sir C. Quite at a loss. I am, most bewilderingly ! 

Lou. Transktion— Trot ! 

Tren. Mr. Binghatn, will you quit my house? 

Lou. Ay, ay, Harry — sheet home — get uudet weigh ! 

Tren. Oh, the deril take your ships. I wish they we^ all 
at the bottom of the sea. However, this one shall be sactiiloed 
to my resentment ! 

(He raioes hie etiek to break the model. Lotjisa eeitei hie 
ttfm, exclaiming) — 

Lou. Bear-a-hand, Bunt — out with your canvass — make 

sail on the Shansum, top and top-giatlant — royal and sky-sail — 

moon-raker — cloud-thumper — and star-gazer — clothe her with 

muslin — ^that's your sott — ^uOw scud for a friendly port ! Huzza! 

(Bunt wheele the Shannon to the wing and looke round.) 

Bunt. 1 say. Miss, you've dondmore nor Jofiathan, I 
calculate. 
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lou. What, Bunt? 

Bunt. Made the Shannon cut and run« 

" Off she goes with a jigger in her — ** 

[Essit Bunt wheeting the frigate and singing, 
L(m, Ha, ha, ha I Bye, bje, Harry I 

{Theg embrace^ Harry goes q^. Tk%vb.oi,u forces off 
Louisa, locking her door,) 
Tren, An incorrigible Jezebel ; but never mind Sir Charles, 
she shM be yours, on that point I'm immoveable. 

Sir C My venerable, excellent friend, candidly speaking, 
my dear Sir, which of us do you deem in the most ridiculous 
position at the present juncture. 

Tren, Ton my life, Sir Charles, I can't say. 
Sir C. No ? Nor I neither. I can't, by the glory of the 
Cavalry I [Exeunt. 

XND OF ACT FIftST. 



ACT SECOND. SCENE FIRST. 

Garden. Trenhdm's house in flat. Windows overlooking the scene. 

Enter Bunt, groggy, and singing. 
Bunt. "We always are ready — steady, boys, steady !" 
(roUs.) Ste-dy ! Tort a little — meet her — so. My eyes how 
she yaws — like a bumboat in a seaway .-*-Bowse taught the 
rolling tackle — ^tack and half tack — ^I've fetdied the anchorage 
at last — so far good — ^Now, fiien, for action. — ^Daddy Trenholm 
has cashiered me. — ^What odds? — The Leftenaut has oome 
down handsomely with the smart, and re<<sommissioned me. — 
Tery good I — ^If I don't walk to windard of that lubberly hussar 
and show the old gen'lman a secret worth knowing— call me a 
hignoramus, will ye? — ^Hullo ! — ^Look out a^head there ! — Sail 

2 p 
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ho ! — Two ! — ^The wery identical pirates. — Til bear up xader 
the point a bit ! — ^Mayhap I mi^ pick up a bit o* hinfonnationi 

(Retires,} 
Enter Trenholii and Sir Charlss. 

Tren. Well, Sir Charles, all goes swimmingly. Bunt has 
been discharged* as you wished. The Lieutenant is now on board 
his ship — my son idling his time as usual. Louisa is still 
locked in her chamber, and it must be your own fault if you do 
not prevail upon her to become Lady Flemington. I haye d<Hie 
aU in my power. The rest you yourself must achieve. 

Sir C. My very considerate, conscientious old friend, I 
lack language to express my sense of obligation. I do, most 
amazingly. But, really. Sir, I apprehend the most appalling 
difficulty in persuading your charming daughter to avail herself 
of the splendid prospects which an union with your humble 
will open to her. Her prepossession towards that aquatic animal 
is so strong ! It is, most astoundingly ! 

TVen. Pooh, Sir Charles, put the favourite tactics of your 
corps in operation against her, dazzle her by the brilliance of 
your evolutions, and carry her o£F at the pas de charge. 

Bunt. {Aside,) There's an unnat'ral old monster I Damme 
I'll give you both a discharge ! 

Sir C, Most excellent suggestion! and by your leave, I 
will have a clerical friend in readiness, who shall tie the nuptial 
knot should I prevail upon the fair one. I deem this a lucky 
idea, I do most connubially ! 

Tren. And the sootier it is acted upon the better. 

Sir C. It shall be done this moment. Pray walk with me. 
In a short time we shall return, and then. Miss Louisa* you 
must be mine — ^you must, most unwittingly. {Exeunt. 

Bunt. She must, must she, Mr. Lobster? But Til know 
the reason first. I may thank you for my being paid off, may 
I ? See now If I don't show my gratitude. I've lamt the 
enem/s private signals, and hang me with the haliards if I 
don't work 'em to some purpose. You wants a wife do ye 
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Mister Sir Charles ? Til try and fit you with one. But it 
shant be Miss Loui, tho% no, no. Maintop there? 

Lou. (Opens a window, puta out her head and answere.) 
Hollo I Ben Bunt? 

Bunt. Ay, ay. Miss I In the bilboes yet, I reckon ; I've 
orders from the Leftenant howserer, to cut you out, d'ye see. 

Lou. Ay? But why didn't Harry come on that service 
himself? 

Bunt. Why, Miss, here be my sailing orders, which I re- 
ceived with this here bag. If you'll pay awiCy a fadom or two of 
marline yott may ship 'em aboard on you, and squint your glim 
athort 'em. 

Lou. Here you are ! (She lets down a strings p^ll* ^P the 

bag and opens letteft) 

" My Dear Loui," 

** My appearance might excite suspicion and mu our hopes, 

*^ I have, therefore, sent Bunt with the means of escape. He 

** will conduct you to me in safety. I have a license and our 

" chaplain in readiness, so if your courage fail not, I shall 

" speedily be your own happy 

Harry Bingham." 

" N.B« The bog contains a disguise which I venture to 

" recommend." 

Ha, ha, ha ! Well, this is delightful ! But, Bunt, I'm high and 

dry here, how can I heave off? 

Bunt. Why Lord love ye. Miss, d'ye think for all that 
swab of a Lobster called me marine, that Ben would be the 
lubber to get under weigh without proper gear, no, no ! Here 
you are. (producing a ladder) I fetched this bit of a side 
ladder along with me, so if you'll veer away your Une again, 
rU bend it on, you haul it aboard — take a turn round the bed- 
post, and you can come on deck as nice as ninepence ! 

Lou. Ha, ha, ha ! Dad ! The next time you confine me to 
my cabin, mind you batten down the hatches, will ye ? 

Bunt. Oh Miss Loui, I've made sitch a diskivery. The 
old 'un and Sir Charles are arter mischief. They Ve gone for 
the parson, and the hussar is to take you from Pa*s discharge, 
and marry you at once, holus bolus. « -. 
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LoH. Ah, say you so T Then th« sooner we slip the better ! 

BwU. Ay, ay. Miss — ^Unrig — ^Bend yonr new gear and 
yoa'n be alongside the lrf?ftenant in less than no time. FIl 
dodge about till you be ready. Pipe me to the man ropes 
then. I've a small matter of my own to setUe arterwards. 

Lou. Very well! (BeHreB.) 

BmU, If I don't bring the Lobster by the wind, fetch me 
to the gamgway, wiU ye ? \E9ii. 

SCENE SECOND. 

A Chsiiiber. MAmT diaoovered with a book in one hand and llie 
poftiait of a ihip of war in the other. Jsnnt looking over her. 

Mary. {Singing.) 

^'^Come ashore, Ja^y Tar, my own true blue, 
« Come ashore, Jacky Tar, for there's none I love like you, 
'' Come ashore, Jacky Tar, from on board a man of war, 
** And kiss a pretty girl like a roving boy." 

Jenny. Pity, Miss Mary, Mr. Bunt should have lost that 
'ere — ^We improves apace in our nautical knowledge, ha, ha, 
ha! 

Mary. Don't we ? Ben says Miss has past her examination 
for Leftenant. You Jenny, have been rated "second," and I 
'* first class volunteer." I can nearly box the compass, and 
know how to put a ship in stays — 
Jenny. Hs, ha, ha ! 

Mary. Now, see if I don't — " Ready about there." Then, 
you know, Jenny, they all fly away to their stations — and your's, 
as cook, d'ye see, would be the fore-sheet. " Helm's alee!" Then 
the gallant barky, like a live thing, obedient to its master's will, 
comes slowly and majestically to the wind. ** Raise tacks and 
sheets." "Mainsail haul !" « Whr-r-r-r"— Here 'clap on and 
run away with it — ^Whr-r-r-r !" 

(Mary lays hold of the bell rope, gives the end of it to 
Jenny^ they both run away and tear it down. The 
bell rings furiously. Bunt enters, crmf Jenny runs pff 
laughing heartily. Mary attempts to follow. Bunt 
prevents her.) 
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Bunt. Avast, avast I Ha, ha, ha ! Why, Poll, my aogel, 
damme if you 'ant carried away the main hrace, ha, ha, ha ! 

Mary. Well, Fm sure, its all your fault if I have. I was 
only showing Jenny how to turn to wmdward* 

Bunt. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, wdl ! Lay alongside, sweetheart, 
for I 'want to learn that self-same lesson and you must help me, 
too, yon roguish little water spanid. 

Mary. I help you ? Ha, ha, ha I Well come, that's a 
good one ! 

Bunt. But its a true one, you gipsy, so tell me, will you 
lend a poor fellow a helping hand or no ? 

Mary. I never huy a pig in a poke — I must know what 
you mean first — and then, if 

Bunt. Well said, cautious Poll — open your ear ports, then, 
and listen. You know how Miss Loui is hored with this 
infernal hussar ? (She nods.) Well I The puppy means to 
carry her holus bolus from Pc^a discharge — ^IVe hit upon a plan 
to give him his gruel — ^you must marry him, Mary — 

Mary. Me ? 

Bunt. You ! 

Mary. In downright earnest ? 

Bunt. No, no— you gipsy — ^no, no, that's the trick I mean 
to try myself — only make believe, sham Abra'm, as we say at 
sea. Sir Charles hopes to carry Miss Loui under false colours, 
hut ril out carry him and scuttle him, too — FU ^ve him toko 

for yam I 

Mary. But, how can I help you ? How is my — mav^riage. 

He, he, he ! 

Bunt. Shiver my jib, if I don't think '' the notion's come 
o'er the old woman I" No matter, I'll teach you the private 
signal — ^all the sailing instructions are logged here, (touching 
hie head,) and, as time's short I'll larn you them as we get 
into action — sq^ come along, Poll ! 

Mary. Well, if I should really be made my Lady Fle- 
mington- 
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Btmi. VHij, I must only make a widder of you, bat no 
fear — ^I'ye got it all chalked down ship ahap^ and it 11 be your 
firalt if you don*t work it end for end. 

Mary, My Lady FlemingCon ? Only think ! 

Bunt. Whew! The girl's bedevilled 1 — Come, start an 
end Mrs. Bunt elect. Why, *ant I clapped a spare doth in 
my hammock — shipped a fresh pair of grommetts — OTeiiiaoled 
the nettles, and bent bran new laniards? Come! heave ahead, 
my lady I — but, handsomely, first — here's summut to freshen 
your way! 

(BsN eaichei and kmea ker — and they go offgqwMiwg 
hvingly.) 

SCENE THIRD. 
Hall in Tebnholm's House. 

Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir C, All is arranged in due order, and if I can only entice 
the young gipsy to accompany me. Til forgive her if she returns 
not Lady flemington, I will, most unconditionally ! 

Enter Louisa in Lieutenant's naval uniform. 

Lou. Sir Charles? Pray Heaven I pass undiscovered. 
There's nothing but a bold face for it. Who's afraid ? — ^here 
goes I (Aeide.) Hollo, shipmate ! 

Sir C Another nautical abomination? It is, most dis- 
gustingly I 

Lou. Servant, Sir ! May I enquire if this be the house ot 
Mr. Trenholm ? 

Sir C. It is, Sir ! To whom have I the honour of addressing 
myself? 

Lou. Eh? Oh, I'm an officer of the Thunder, Sir, a' 
messmate of Lieutenant Bingham, shortly about to be spliced 
to Miss Louisa, the old fellow's daughter. 

Sir C' Quite mistaken, you are, Sir, most egregiously ! The 
Lieutenant has received his dismissal, and I, Sir Charles 
Fleminjton of the Hussars, am the favoured suitor ! I am — 
most enrapturedly ! 



A NAUTICAL FARCE. 303 

Lou^ Pooh, pooh, gammon ! Why, Sir, it*s well known 
the girl, all her life, abominated the red coats, — adored ships 
and sailors, and was engaged, moreover, to Bingham, before 
he went on his last cruise. 

Sir C. There is my card. Sir. I don't presume to divine 
what jou may mean by gam^mon^ but I take an unqualified 
contradiction from no man, I don't — ^most decidedly ! 

Xou. (pretending to epell the card,) Sir Charles Flemington ! 
A remarkably soft appellation I Sir Cha-r-les ! 

Sir C Will you favour me with your card. Sir ? 

Lou. Pray — (jgUmeing at the card) — Sir Charles T Have 
you made your will ? 

Sir C. Made my will. Sir ? What do you mean by that, Sir? 

Lou. "SotlnnQ par tictUctr ! Only it has sometimes eomehow 
been found the necessary prelude of an invite to one of the 
Thmder^s, 

Sir C. I don't clearly comprehend, I don't — most enigma- 
tically ! 

Lou. A trifle — ^a mere trifle — {glancing at the card) — Sif 
Charles-'hen&BLth a soldier's notice. To be sure, whenever 
poultry is in requisition for the captain's or ward-room tables 
pistols are usually paraded, and cocks and hens decapitated 
with punctuality and precision, the protrusion of a head beyond 
the line of the coop being the signal of doom. An excellent 
system. Sir Charles, steady's hand and eje, it does — most 
amazingly I 

Sir C. Your card. Sir, if you please ? 

Lou. Oh, with all my heart. Sir Charles. I beg pardon — 
pray deem me not an utter savage — ^believe my unfeigned r^ret 
that I cannot have the pleasure of exchanging cards, not having 
procured a fresh supply since our late arrival. But, my name. 
Sir, is Deadeye — Samuel Deadeye — ^my rank. Sir, First Lieu- 
tenant of His Majesty's Ship Thunder. Any communication 
wherewith you may be pleased to honour me, shall meet with 
*' punctuality and. precision," and I shall feel truly delighted to 
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sflbrd joa peraonal detnomtratioii of the unerring accaracy of 
our small arm practice. Cknne, I think Mary Read with Anne 
BoneC to bade her, couldn't have done it better ! (Aside.) 

Sir C. Ton shall hear from m^ Sir, you shall — most expe- 
ditiously ! 

Lou. At your leisure^ Sir. But* novr that this litde affiur 
is arranged so entirely to our mutual satisfiustion, I would fain 
hnpart some friendly adTiosw Haul your land-tadcs aboard — 
g^ve up this unprofitaUe chaoe, whidi will only end in making 
you more ridieokms than you already are. Depend on't Louisa 
never will be mate of yours. Nay, I will tell you a little bit 
more. Pre come to lend a hand in getting her spliced to 



Sir C. Ton have, have you. Sir ? There is no occasion to 
aggrarate our quarrel, but should I detect the slightest attempt 
on your part to carry off Miss Louisa, I shall take the liberty 
to put a buUet through your ot/^Vfi^, I shall most incontinently ! 

Lou. Particularly pleasant look out that, Sir. However, I 
tell you candidly, have all your eyes about you, for when I 
leave this house, depend upon't the young lady wont be far 
astern of me. 

Sir C. Be pleased to convince me of that, Sir, by your 
mstant departure. 

Lou. With all the pleasure in life^ Sir. Adieu, Sir Charles, let 
me hear from you speedily. We shall make it a smart action, 
no flash in the pan and* shake hands. Good bye ! Take care 
of yourself. May yon enjoy every felicity with Miss Louisa — 
when you catdi her ! lEait. 

Sir €. A most impertinent scoundrel, positively, but I will 
teadb him better manners, I will by tiie glory of the corps I 
Now to release my prisoner, and to tiy the eflfects of the soothing 
system. This is the door, and tins die key which I received 
from her considerate sire. (Unloeks door.) How's this ? Bolted 
within ? A circumstance I did not calculate upon, I didn*i 
most assuredly I Miss Louisa, Miss Louisa ! 
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Mary, (imitatinff Lovi8a*s voice,) Who hails? 

Sir C, Bless me, the young lady's quite hoarse. *Tis I, 
Sir Charles, — I wait upon you at your father's request, to beg 
you will honour me with your company in a little promenade. 

Mary. Hold on then till I ship my cloak and ^bonnet, atid 
I'll be alongside before you can say pease soup. 

Sir C. A very select phrase — it is — ^most classically ! No 
matter I I shall triumph over those amphibious monsters — I 
shall, most delightfully. 

Enter Mary in Louisa^s cloak and bonnet^ with a thick 

veil over it. 

Mary. Now, Sir Charles, — ^now I'm cleared for sea, to 
what port would you carry me ? 

Sir C. Loveliest of female excellence, let but the aspirations 
of my unfeigned regard ascend to the shrine of thy gentle heart. 
Bless me but with possession of this delicate hand, and I will 
conduct you to love, to honour, and to fashion ; \ will, most 
enthusiastically I 

Mary. But what'U become of poor Harry Bingham, with 
whom iVe promised to cut and run ? He'll hang himself in his 
hammock laniards to a sartainty ! 

Sir C. Angel of bliss ! Do but consider the vast difference 
betwixt the flower of the cavalry and a filthy seaman. I will 
iiot impute the bad taste of a moment's hesitation I t wont, most 
disparagingly ! 

Mary. Your compliments are quite overpowering ! 

Sir C. Oh, she begins to waver-^I mixst secure my advan- 
tage. Nay, my charmer, think not I flatter-^eny not my suit^ 
else I shall go distracted ; I shall, most lunatically I 

Mary. What will the world say of me ? 

Sir C. Grant rae but a legal title to thy transcendant beauty, 
and I know how to silence the world. 
* Mary. But my brother, Edmund ? 

Sir C. Your happiness must be his. 

Mary. Heigho ! 

2 Q, 
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Sir C. You consent ? 
Mary. Ohdearl 

Sir C, A divine attends in the next room, wbo will perfonn 
the ceremonj without delay. 

Mary. Vm all aback — I shall fiunt away ! 

Sit C. My life, my sool, lean on my ann. Nay, cheer thee 

my angel. Gome, come ! 

Mary. I protest. Sir Charles, your kindness makes me 
spring my loff — so, on express condition, that I'm not to be 
unyeiled till the parson's made a splice of it — ^why — Fm yonrs 
— ^heigfao ! 

Sir C, Tour slightest wishes my most absolute commands ; 

Uiey aie, most rdigioDsly ! 

Mary, (tapping hu cheek.) Consummate deedver ! WeU, 
welly wait but a moment until Mary can be found to perform 
the bridesmaid's part, and then — heigho I 

(Mary retires into Louisa's (Camber.) 

Sir C. The old gentleman was right. There is something 
about us of the cavalry beyond woman's power of resistance ; 
there is, most illustriously ! Oh, she is here ! 
Fnter Bunt, habited in the drees, bonnet, and veil of M-ABY — 

Mary unveiled and in her own natural costume. Si r Charles 

runs to and embraces Bunt. 

Aha ! Mr. Deadeye ! You've kept excellent watch ! {aside.) 

Ten thousand raptures ? I'm the most blest of mortals ! I am, 

most celestially ! 

[Exeunt kissing and embracing. 

Enter Trenholm. 

Tren. Aha! What! Hugging and cuddling! ha,ha,har 
WeU done. Sir Charles, I'm the happiest old fellow alive— 
Egad, tho', she must be a fickle hussy after all-— that don't 
signify, however— Bingham is banged. Sir Charles has pos- 
session^ and everything is settled to my wish. 

Enter Edmund.' 

Edm. Everything is, indeed, settled to my wish. In the 
trap, at last, Dad, regularly noosed— -your approval and your 
blessing. 
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Tren. What ? 

Edm. Going to be married ! 

Tren. You're not going to be isadi an ass? 

JEdm. Fact— 'lamentable iacty Sir I — ^MissLetitiaWinmngton 
has said yes, and — great as the blow to every q»n8ter henrt — 
I have finally and formally struck. 

TVen. Miss Letitia Winnington ! Whew ! Why Nec^ they 
say she's worth a plum ! 

Edm, Two, Sir, unless Fm misinformed. 

Tren. Come to my arms, my darling boy. I always declared 
yon were a prodigy of discrimination. 

Edm. You did — ^invariably when I pleased you. Sir — but, 
now, Dad, you owe me a favour, do be a good boy — ^permit my 
sister to wed the man upon whom her affections are irrevocably 
fixed. 

Tren. No, no, not quite irrevocably, ha, ha, ha ! for not 
two minutes since she voluntarily quitted that apartment to 
bestow her hand upon Sir Charles ! 

Edm. Impossible I 

Tren, Fact, Sir, — ^Have a few moments' patience and you'll 
behold the happy couple. 

Edm. Indeed ? and who may these be. Sir ? 

Tren. These ? I'm thunderstruck ! 

Enter Louisa in female attire, and Harry Bingham. 

Lou. No, no, Papa, — ^'tis I who am 2%Miw?er-struck. But 
down on your marrow bones, Harry, and crave a father's 
blessing. 

Tren. Harry ! — ^Why, what have you been about, you jade ? 

Lou, Been to sea, Papa, practising Mary Read a bit. You 
know you told me I should become pirate. Well, I've been 
boarded by a King's ship, and made lawful prize ! 

Tren. What ! Didn't you quit that room with Sir Charles? 

Lou. Who, I ? Lord love you, no ! 

Tren* And aint you married to him ? 
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Lott. This is my husband. Pray foigive us—we'll be so 
good. 

Edm. Yes, do» Dad; do make a merit of necessitj! 

TrtH. But who was it accompanied Sir Charles in your 
doak and bonnet? 

Lou, Oh, it might hare been mj fetch, mayhap, but here 
they come, Til stand aside. 

Enter Sir Charles, Bunt, and Mary. 

Sir C. This way, my beloTed, — ^Ah, Lieutenant ! Come to 
witness my felicity ? I'm positively ecstatic, I am, most hymen- 
eally ? But now, my sweet, now that the blissful ceremony is 
past which makes you mine for ever, permit me to remove the 
odious veil that obscures the heaven of thine eye — and, thus, 
like the glorious sun, I bid thy dazzling beauties burst upon 
the wondering gaze of these astonished mortals ! {Renuine^ 
the bonnet and veil,) Ha ! Despardieux ! Annihilated ! That 
accursed seahorse, it is — ^by all that's damnable ! 

Bunt, Oh, dear, oh dear ! Is this the language to your own 
a£fectionate wedded wife ? Is this the end of all your honied 
words, your buttered speeches — ^where are all your sighs and 
embraces? But, come. Sir Charles, come bestow the bridal 
salute. (Takes a quid out of his mouthy wipes it with his sleeve 
and approaches Sir Charles.) 

Sir C, Keep off you wretch ! I'm poisoned — ^positively 
poisoned — I am, prussic-addly ! 

Bunt. Oh, you gay deceiver ! Here's a pretty how dy' do 
of a Honeymoon ! Very well, Sir Charles — ^very weU. — ^Since 
you will treat a poor innocent female in this atrocious manner, 
the affair shall be brought before the Commons. I'll have a 
separate maintenanee. If I don't — jigger me ! ^ 

Sir C, I'm bewildered ; I am, most labyrinthically ! Can 
it be possible— over-reached by this sea monster ? 

Bunt, With a little of this land angeFs assistance. 

Mary, Yes, Sir Charles, I was the first consenting party, 
but Bunt put the finishing stroke to the contract. 
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Sir C. I'm at a dead lock ! I am, most inexplicably ! Then 
Miss Louisa 

Lou. (Advancing,) ** When I leave this honse the young 
lady Wont be far astern of me, take my word. — " 

Sir C. Samuel Deadeye I it is — ^most punctually and most 
precisely ! 

Lou. At your service, Sir ! henceforward messmate for life 
with Lieutenant Bingham. 

Sir C. Married ? 

Harry, We have that happiness. 

Sir C Out-manoeuvred, by the glory of the corps ? Well, 
Miss Louisa, since your taste is so deplorably bad, to prefer a 
marine officer — 

Lou, Naval if you please — 

Sir C. A naval officer, to the flower of the cavalry, the 
greater loss is yours, and I give you joy accordingly. Mr. 
Trenbolm, this is *' an untoward event." We have been placed 
in a false position, but a wise man will draw good from 
apparent evil — ^I leave you to your own application. Sir. For 
myself, any ascendency which I may possess with the corps 
shall be exerted in establishing as a fixed principle, that any 
of ui who shall, henceforward, demean himself by committing 
matrimony, shall be voted a bore, and sent to Coventry in 
^consequence. And, so, ladies and gentlemen, I wish you all 
imaginable felicity — I do — ^most commiseratingly ! 
{As he is going Bunt intercepts him,) 

Bunt, ," Not one farewell to Benny ?" 

Sir C, (avoiding him.) Avaunt, thou walrus ! 

Bunt. " One fond kiss or ere we sunder." 

Sir C. Abscond thou quintescence of rancid harness casks. 
It will require an ocean of Delcroix to purify me ! It will, 
most odoriferously I [Exit, 

Harry, Never mind, Bunt, you shall follow in my wake. 

Bunt. Then we nrast cruise in couples, your Honor. Here's 
my consort! (Taking Mary's hand,) 
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Harry* Oh, content ! 

Edm. And if the friends around us should he so too, oaf 
First laeatenant-^— 

BunU And her Commander — (lb Harry) — ivill be blest 
indeed? 

Harry, Have 70a nothing to saj, Loui 7 

£oM, A word or two^ by your leave. Foretop there ! {To 
^he Oallery.) The vessel is now launched on her first cruise ; 
should any of her rigg;ing be badly fitted, let your good nature 
overlook the fault. And if the waisters {To the Pit) do not 
earry too heavy a Prbss upon her, with the assistance of the 
afteif;uard, {To the Boxed) and the piopitious gale of your 
applause, we trust she may anchor in her destined Port in — 
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THE * THREE SISTERS,' OF DEVON. 

In eyolying the mystic thread of a somewhat tangled destiny, 
Fate willed me visit the magnificent capital of the Bra- 
zilian empire. With that object in view, I had secured a berth 
io a vessel rejoicing in the questionable appellation of the Three 
Sisters^ and which " hailed" from one of the western ports of 
Devon. She was a staunch, roomy barque of some three bun- 
dled and fifty tons, but, being built according to the true British 
scale of tub-like capacity, possessed neither the beauty nor the 
3peed of a racer. The master and part owner, whom I shall 
call Starling, was an honest, respectable, enterprising man, 
whilst in his mate, Harry Buntin, you beheld the perfect pic- 
ture of a thorough Englii^h seaman. 

At 8 A.u,9 on the morning of the 23rd May, 18 — , the 
sullen boom of a gun dispelled the half awake dreams that were 
chasing each other through my working brain. Jumping out 
of bed, I ran to the window, which commanded a fine panoramic 
view of Plymouth Sound. Singling out the object of my gaze, 
I found the fire had proceeded from the only piece of ordnance 
it was the fortune of the Three Sisters to boast — that Blue 
Peter held his accustomed place at the fore, and that the fore- 
topsail had been let fall with ship-shape precision. Fixing her 
with an excdlent glass I further perceived that both windlass and 
capstan were manned, and that if I did not make good speed, 
she might not only be hove short, but aweigh, ere I could lay 
tdyself alongside, I therefore hurried the rigging over my mast- 
head, — ^AngHcd, dressed — ^bundled up my few remaining traps 
— ^kissed my sisters — ^received my mother's blessing — ^pocketed 
a letter of credit from my father — jumped into a boat — got 
well milked by the watermen — and in the course of an hour 
more, was running cheerily past Cawsand under jib, topsails, 
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and spanker, and with decks littered with every imaginable 
species of incnmbrance. I natorallj scanned die countenances 
of those who wefe to be the " partners of my toil." Th^ were in 
number, fonr, and consisted of a bluff, good humoured looking 
half-pay lieutenant, who was, as subsequently appeared, em 
route to join the Brazilian nary — a yinegsr-Tisaged waspish d.d 
man, evidently of tropical production — one, probably a score of 
years his junior — a relative, beyond doubt, from the ascetic 
congeniality of feature. The last, not least, in tins dear 
account, was a youthful female, the symmetry of whose enr 
chanting form at once made captive my then easily inflammable 
heart. She^ too, was of southern origin, and under the guidance 
of old and young veijuice just mentioned. Her i^ mig^t be 
seventeen — ^possibly even younger — ^for in warm latitudes, the 
tender shoot quickly verges into the full Uoom of womanhood. 
I stood askance, gazing earnestly, but not ofiensively, and 
draining huge draughts of delicious poison from the heaven of 
her large, dark, lustrous, yet melting eye, that was shaded by 
a deep rich fringe of ebon dye^ overarched with a silky pencil- 
ling of corresponding hue, which was, in turn, surmounted by 
the long luxuriant tresses so peculiar to the women of Brazil. 
Her complexion, however, belied the generally received, although 
indeed, authentic impressions of her country — for it was £sdr — 
divinely — exquisitely fair — and the ruby lq)s, parted with thp 
sweet smile of innocence, gave a freshened zest to the charming 
picture by disclosing the pearly treasures of her small and 
delicate mouth. Her figure — ^woman's just proportioned height 
— ^was rounded off in full, yet not voluptuous plumpness, whilst 
the small foot and well formed ankle, were only equaUed by the 
fair and finely moulded arm terminating in the long, taper, and 
graceful finger of snowy whiteness. 

Beading and writing, Shakspeare says, come by nature. 
The Bard, however, does not enumerate portrait painting 
among her gifts, and, as I am no great witch at the art, I 
despairingly throw down the penci]^ lest in anxiety to perfect 
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a picture^ I should unhappily adueve a civricature-^but this 
que word— «let such of my readers as are lovers, contemplate 
each his own peculiar swan through a glass of forty thousand 
i^agnifying power; he may then, perchance, catch some fainl^ 
some glimmering idea of th^ unapproachable, the indespri^ 
hable charms of the syren of the Three Sisters* 

The first four and twenty hourS) even in " the best regulated" 
merchantman, pass in heavy dulness or painful retrospection, 
more especially so if the port of destination chance to be a dis- 
tent one; the disorganized state of everything on board conducing 
to the first, and the recent parting from dear loved friends, whom 
it may be our hap to behold no more in this miserable vale of 
tears, producing the latter result; and then, to crown the 
catalogue of almost insupportable dismals, when the ship has 
got fairly into the sea-way and stagers under the pressure of 
her canvass, the demon of searsickness fastens his remorseless 
talons upon his already too powerfully excited victims, plunging 
them into a state of torture, not to be excelled — no — ^not even 
by the imaginary horrors of the Popish purgatory. This 
tribulation was the speedy lot of the greater portion of our 
voyagers in the Three Sisters. The jolly, rosy-giQed lu£P, who 
had passed many years of half-pay blessedness in the delightful 
envircms of Stonehouse Hill, was the first to stow away. 
Sourerout, junior, quickly followed so laudable an example, 
and, aflter many magnanimous but fruitless efforts to stru^le 
with the insidious foe, the elder gent., — whom I trust the 
reader will acknowledge I have most felicitously named, made 
a rapid descent into the abyss below 

" Leaving the deck to Beauty and to me !" 
The fair transmarine was one whose soul sickened not with the 
heaving wave, and as for myself, why ' 

" I was bom on the open sea,'' 
having first inhaled the breath of heaven one dark winter's 
night in the chops of the Channel, on board H. M.'s cutter 
Critic, consequently the winds sung my natural lullaby, whilst 
the waves were my genial cradle. 
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It is notmj design to infliet a diurnal log vpon the patienee 
of my reader, suffice it for him to know tfaat»duriiig the first 
week of our progress, old Father N^tune played ihe com* 
plaisant pander to Madam Venn8» by prolongii^ the pai^ of 
the two Sonrerouts^ thereby leaving me to devote an undivided 
attention to the wants and wishes of their adorable charge. 
Oh ! Such a week !~It outweighs a whole age of ordinary 
existence. It "needs no ghost" to tdl that I was speedily, 
heart and soul, her slave, and the confidence engendered by 
those embarked in one common risk materially aided in the 
developing and reciprocatmg a passion, on my part at least, of 
boundless intensity. The little fiunily history of the trio was 
soon in my possession. My paragmi proved to be an only 
child ; the elder gentleman her unde, the more juvenile her 
cousin. They were all natives of Rio de Jandro, whence she 
with her father, had some years departed, it beii^ the intention 
of that parent to found a branch of his mercantile estaUidi^ 
ment in London. This, after a residence of three years, he 
had most successfully achieved, and was on the eve of return 
when death abruptly terminated every earthly project. In his 
last will he bequeathed his darling child to the guardianship 
and tenderest care of a beloved brother, whose actual name was 
Ignacio Riviera. The splendid fortune thereby placed under his 
controul, insured an immediate and joyful compliance with the 
charge. Uncle and cousin Juan hurried to London forthwith, 
whence, every arrangement completed, they were now letradng 
their steps to^e land of their birth. 

The mighty Dr. Samuel Johnson, echoed by an ignorant 
shoal of small fry, has stigmatised man's proudest invention, — 
a ship, — as a floating prison ! — I shall not pause to enquire 
whence the learned lexicographer acquired that portion of his 
knowledge, but I will confront him with an authority somewhat 
more palatable to the generality of our softer specimens of 
humanity, than the imperious Ursa Major^s has been held to 
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be. I allttcle to A&aefeon Mooie, wbo has thus said or wnig^ 

"Heie'* "TOesning the land— ^*' iM afe tlave»» 

"But on the waves 

** Love and Liberty's all our own !'^ 

And^ verily, any one who hath applied the test will bear record 

to the truth. Tell not me of your Colins* and Phyllises — ^by 

purling stream or greenwood tree I Mine be the tree *' that 

grows out o' the ship, Sir " — My shade, the snug recess of 

the poop awning, or the lee side of the spare spars on the main 

deck, where, 

" All Earth forgot, bH lleaven around us," 
I softly murmur the gentle tale. Oh, shipboard is your true 
lover's most fertile field — no back door for your fair one to 
escape you — and even the most reverentially timid youth, must, 
upon occasion, impart to his Dulcinea a gentle hug, if he would 
save her from the consequences of a weather roll ! Such, kind 
reader, day after day, was my own blest lot. Early and late 
did Isidora and myself ^e upon sea and sky until the dis- 
tinctive element, like our sympathising hearts, seemed blent in 
one. Not a breath of love was uttered. Not one vow of faith 
recorded — ^but, did we therefore, the less ardently worship 
the one, or were we the less ready to become martyrs to the 
other? Ah, no ! The fire that burnt within was too potent 
for speech; and as we gazed upon the bright and gorgeous 
tracery of the tropic clouds, we reared within our hearts, 
superstructures of happiness, not less gorgeous, but not more 
substantial than they ! 

As Lieutenant Darwell was the first to lose, so, likewise, was 
he the first to regain his sea legs; but finding the ground pre- 
occupied, he was too generous to attempt disturbing me in my 
devotions, we, consequently, became the best imaginable friends. 
Carlotta, Isidora's maid, whom I have not previously intro- 
duced, was also speedily enabled to resume attendance upon 
her mistress. An intuitive discretion, aided by the intelli- 
gent and intelligible smiles of Harry Buntih, fortunately 
never caused those services to become intrusive ; all, therefore. 
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mat moooMjf imtB mde and eootm beeme so ftr conviltt- 
cent as to mmne tfaor places in oar Drmmaiu Permiue, then, 
indeed, a da j was not soffeied to glide hj ere Hbfcj gave most 
nncquToesl tiAcns that if I and my cirilities were mads to 
walk the plank, it would materially condnoe to tfaegrstificatiiMi 
of this amiable pair* This wasonrfint boor of trial, and my 
soul's idol cast upon me a look ex|HressiTe of her fesr that the 
halcjron days of Uiss were now end for erer lied. I letomed 
her i^bmce with a smile that was intended to be one of confi- 
dence and hopc^ bat I was assidooasly and almost offiensindy 
prevented sU opportunity of private commonication. Bfatters 
went on thus for two or three days^ our intercourse being 
restricted to the most common-place interchange of courtesies. 
On the fourth morning however, the breeie wbidi had hitherto 
been moderate freshened up^ until at noon, it blew a heavy gsle 
vrith a high sea. Captain Stariing^ finding himself unable to 
keqp the barque her course^ at length hove her too» under a 
dose-reefed main-topsail. £re^ however, she had been thrown 
into this position, being prindpaUy laden with light manufso- 
tured goods, she had pitched and tumbled most unmerdfully, 
and Juan, who persisted in keeping the deck, and who, under 
such drcnmstances, was nearly as agile as a hog in armour, 
sallied most helplessly to and fro with each succeeding roU. 
After having eiperienoed one very severe fall, my worthy rival 
most lovingly embraced a heavy dripstone that vras belayed a 
little before the miszen mast. To this, his sheet anchor, he 
hdd on with truly praiseworthy tenacity. Whether the lashings 
were rotten, or whether our imp of a cabin boy, who had been 
exceedingly diverted by the previous gambols of the Don, had 
partially cut the strands, I know not, but, suddenly, in a terrific 
lee lurch, it broke furiously adrift, sailing about the deck with 
its still firmly clinging charge, who was violently hurled hither 
and thither, seemingly unable to relax his gripe, or to gain a 
more available situation, whilst the bones of those within his 
circuit ran no small risk of endangerment from his unwilling 
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gyrations. Eventuallyi after repeated traverses from windward 
to leeward, the luckless Don was violently dashed against the 
projecting end of the main sheet hits, and into the acute angle 
formed hy this cleat the merciless dripstone contrived to wedge 
him, hreaking two of his ribs in the itigenious process and 
otherwise severely injuring his outward man. Much did J 
sigh over the broken ribs;— ^for, gentle reader, my r^ret was 
deep,— that it had not been his neck. I was not, however, 
unmindful of what I owed to Neptune, to whom I poured out 
an ample libation for thus a second time so unexpectedly 
befriending us. Juan, once more, was consigned to his^cabin» 
and so unremitting was his affectionate father's tender care, 
that Isidora and myself were again at liberty to drain the soft 
insidious poison— ay '-even to the drege I — ^I linger, fondly, 
hopelessly, over this period of my stoiy. It was the gotden 
moment of an iron life ; and, oh, ye female sophists, say not 
that man never loves as woman does, for, even now, there is that 
leaping in my burning breast and straining to give you the loud 
lie — but, let it pass. Another blissful week had £ed. The 
invalid and his. sire were again able to be occasionally on deck, 
and again were my Isidora and I forced to submit to a less 
frequent communion. Love — ^Love ! — ^Thou should' st in thy 
maturity be sweet,-— for, oh, thy hours of early growth are too 
oft sad and bitter. — ^But yet — ^well — well !— 

We had,for some time, got the N. £. trade, and were bowling 
merrily along under a press of canvass — ^the sole discernible 
speck on the blue horizon. It was the 1 8th day of June— a day 
of exultation — ^a day ever dear to a Briton's heart ! — Oar ob- 
servation had just been taken, igid had placed us in latitude 
13 ® 15' north, longitude 18 ® 4' west, when one of the hands 
on the main top-gallant yard sung out *' sail ho !" 
. " Whereaway ?" enquired Harry Buntin, who had the watch, 
and who was peering in all directions. 

" Broad on the lee quarter. Sir," was the reply. 

" I have her," at length exclaimed the mate, looking^ stead* 
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fittUy tkrodgh tlie 9\utp*s glass. Darw^ and myself had 
botb dewended for telcsoopes, and upon oar retom we fbiRid 
oar CTc eBewt o^itain trying to deeypher Uie ciiancter of the 



'*Aliri^ %V liy bis loom forwan],'* said Banting addressing 
bis superior, " standing for the African coast I take it.'* 

"Ajt ay/' rejomed Starling; ^^Ins head seems hanled in 
Ibr the land snog enon^ bat I ean't make oat his rig so 
efeaily, Mr. Bantin, and unless he should be more anxious to 
speidt me than I an to speak him, we are not likely to eome 
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''He^s rather too dead to leeward to apeak na this night, 
Sir/' laughed the mate. 

'* Net if be chooses, and should prore to be the dipper i 
take him for,** ehimed in ]>irwell» stffl surveying this objeet 
of awakened interest. **That ^ow's dtber a craiaer or a 
slaver, and more like a briganline than a b rig ' ■■there I had his 
mainsail then*^— - 

Conjecture was now fdly awak^ and a sharp look oot kept. 
C opft ict hi g opinions were entertained and (fiscassed, as to the 
probal^ty of his aasrM^ the Three Sisters. One tiling was 
perfectly evident, that he e o mndera bly fo rer eac h ed apon her, 
having; in littte mere than a couple of hours, changed has posi- 
tion from a long way abaft the quarter to nearly abeam, and 
that with his braces checked, whilst our yards lay three or feur 
points free. In the midst isf all our discussions six bells were 
atruek, and, punctual to the sound, the steward vp^^esared to 
intimate dinner — an announcement ahmys readSy attended to, 
fbr, 8» the kte gifted author of ** Sayings and Doings*' has 
declared, men mil eat, whether ocea|Red with " ffirths, Deaths, 
or Marriages." 

The doth had been removed, and dean glasses just placed, 
when the boatswain, left in charge oi the deck, sent down to 
say that the stranger had altered his course and hauled 
up sharp, apparently to gn^ our wake. The table became 
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ini^taiitly deserted, and telescopes were again in earnest requisi- 
tion. Anotlier hour had brought him very materially closer, 
verifying the correctness of Darwell's opinion as to his rig, and 
dearly indicating his aim to be to drop into our wake. We 
could now distinctly make him out — ^a long — ^low — sneaking — 
brigantine. 

A pirate, by the hookey !" grumbled Darwell. 
A pirate ! A pirate I" echoed a doaen voices in the varied 
intonations of the variously excited speakers. 

"A pirate?" murmured the shuddering Isidora, casting 
upon me at the same moment a gaze of inexpressible agony. 
"Apurate? Oh, terrible r 

"Nay, Madam," said Darwell, in the most soothing voice 
imaginable, * ' I but hazarded what may prove to be an erroneous 
opinion, bi;it, be that as it may, let me counsel you for the 
present to retire to your cabin* . Best assured that even if the 
worst of our apprehe;nsions should be verified, there are those 
here ready and proud to die in your defence." 

As he spoke the generous sailor glanced briefly at myself 
and then placed his hand on his own breast, making at the 
same time a firm yet respectful inclination. The blood rushed 
to the pallid temples of Isidora as she bowed her thanks, and 
then, suddenly, with a single step she was by my side, sayings 
gr rather gasping, " Frederic !— rWilford I-^Oh I — ^Be not rash!" 
Grasping the arm of Carlotta, and followed by Jgnacio, she 
hurried below. . 

"Well, Ctiptain Starling," resumed Darwell, "pirate, or no 
pirate, that fellow's gained our wake. His motions are clearly 
more than suspicious, and the sooner you make up your mind 
what's to be done the better I take it." 

" Faith, Lieutenant, I can't tell what's to be done. Fighting 
with one old honeycombed nine-pounder and some half-dozen 
^round shot, is out of the question — and, as for running 

" 'Tis the Cow and the Hare, man I Damn it, have you no 
arm chest ?" 

2 s 
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" Not the ghost of one. Sir, and no amnmmtion if I had." 

*'Upon mj soul, a delectable prospect," ejacdated the lien- 
tenant. '*I, at least, am certain to walk the pkudc, mse it 
only in hononr of the cloth I hare so long and proadly worn;** 
and the comrade of Nelson took two or three nenrous turns of 
the quarter deck. 

''There goes his ensign. Sir," said Bantin» who had been 
assidnonsly watching. As it blew oat Hie banner of l^ain was 
distinguished. 

''Ah! Damnhnnr exchdmed DarweH bitterly, "lamnow 
no longer in doubt. More atrocity has been perpetrated under 
that cursed rag than ever the Death's head and manrow-bones 
witnessed." 

" Show him our colours, Mr. Buntin," exdaimed the eaptain^ 
"and, d^ye mind me, my lads, sweat up all taut. Her«^ 
boatswain, do you take the wh^l.— Let her go off dead hehm 
it. — Square away the yards there. — So! — Wdl! — ^Man the 
main clue-garnets. — ^Rig out the starboard stun'sail booms. — 
Keep everything drawing. — ^It is our only bope V* 

"And a poor one it is, captain," added Barwdl. "^Why 
that fellow's rattling up hand orer fist." 

Another hour of intense anxiety dapsed. The barque's best 
point of sailing was found of none avail against her untiring 
pursuer, who, on getting within range, fired a blank gun as a 
signal that we should heave too. A brief odnsultation therei- 
upon ensued, but it was speedily decided not to shorten safl 
without the emplo3rment of force. An earnest of this was not 
reiy long withheld, for the brigantine gave a broad yaw, and 
instantly a sheet of fiame became visible. The result of that 
fire was conclusive — the howl of the iron missile, as it winged 
its destructive flight, prepared us for what we had to expect 
from the miscreants whose evil passions were doubtless aroused 
by our unwilling and protracted surrender. The ball struck 
our main-topsail-tye block in its course — shivered it to atoms, 
at the same time carrying away the several doublings of the 
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halyatdsH-^own came the yard upon the cap — the vessel gra- 
duaUy began to lose waj — ^the brigantine was drawing fast ahead 
•^the sun yet shone in the heavenfi-— every hope of prolonging 
the chace until night might afford some chance of escape* was 
ftt an end— ^tbe stun' sails were, therefore, taken in-^the barque 
was rounded too — and the Three Sistersp like a lamb at the 
slai^hter, lay trembling for her fate. There was ample leisure 
whatever there might have been of indination to inspect the 
porportions of our dreaded visitor, and» even at such a moment^ 
the eye of a sailor could not refrain from admiringly surveying 
the taunt and taper spars — ^the well set canvass, square yards, 
and finely moulded hull of the felon craft which was. bearing 
them fisrodous violence — ^it might be death— in her lawless 
womb. Up she came, her decks alive with wretches of the 
most sangumary aspec^ upon whose irregular weapons the 
declining sun shone in fitful* and, as it appeared to us, sickly 
gleams — ^first nu^;ing close alongside to scan our force, she 
njext gradually dropt and finally hove too under our stem* the 
Icmg, traverse, eighteen-pounder, commonly called Long Tom« 
pointed and ready to belch forth its deadly shower in case of 
any fruitless resistance or attempted stratagem on the part of 
their helpless victim. A tall, muscular man, with thick bushy 
whiskers meeting under his chin, long fieiy red mustachios* 
which he twirled with all the grace and complaisance of a 
barber's clerk — ^a brace of pistols and a long knife inhis girdle 
o-to which remains to be added a naked cutlass hanging by 
his side, was soon descried standing a Httle before the main 
rigging — ^he stooped to address a short ill-favoured ruffian 
close beside him, doubtless to impart his orders, as we were 
almost instantly saluted — 

« Ship ahoy ! What ship's that ?" 

Our name, ports of departure and destination, were succes- 
sively giV/CU; — ^we, in return, being informed that our enquirer 
was the Columbian (!) schooner the San Pietro, and that she 
would send a boat on board of us ; a favour we would most 
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J03rflillj have dispensed withi but to which we were forced to 
accede in passive submission. The tackle falls were manned 
and the whiskered freebooter, whom I have thus briefly 
described, followed by half a dozen of his myrmidons, sprang 
into the quarter boat and were soon cleaving the short space 
that divided the respective vessels. Almost on the instant at 
which this gang boarded on the starboard side, a second boat 
effected like entrance by the larboard gangway, thus placing 
the unfortunate Three Sisters under the controul of a dozen aa 
ruthless ruffians as ever broke biscuit. Miscreants as they 
were^ they still deported themselves somewhat in accordance 
with the National character they had thought fit to assume, com- 
mencing operations with some little show of formality. Tlie short 
hailing personage of the Rover at once enquired for the Ciqptain 
to whom he introduced our whiskered hero as Don Patricio 
Morpheo, Commander of the San Pietro. That honest chief 
seemed anxious to confirm the testimony of his inferior by a 
profuse volley of very peculiar Spattish, whidi waa as promptly 
and freely rendered into English by the ready interpreter. The 
first query was. — " Had we any specie on board f* Upon a 
negative being returned the manifest was then demanded, and 
whilst the leader of the banditti, accompanied by his satellite^ 
descended to the cabin to scrutinize its contents, his crew, who 
also wore knives, pistols, and cutlasses, dispersed themselves 
throughout the ship to learn what they might appropriate as 
their own peculiar perquisites. Darwell, dressed in the full 
unifbrm of a British Naval Officer, attracted their especial obser- 
vation, and I could perceive that his sword and epaulette seemed 
to excite their cupidity. No i^trocity, however, had as yet 
been committed, although it was plainly perceptible, that like 
bloodhounds in the leash, they were ready to clutch their 
prey whenever they should be let slip. Don Patricio with 
his IHdus Achates ere long re-appeared on deck, when the 
hatches were most unceremoniously forced open — ^the crew 
of the barque, headed by poor Buntin, split into working 
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g^ngd and the binyness of plunder commenced^ the brigantme 
aU the while keeping \m under the influence of her great 
guns and small anas. Captain Starling, Darwell, and my- 
self with the addition of the Pirate Chief and some, of his 
men^ were sil^itly surveying the work of destruction^ when 
a loud and piercing scream struck suddenly upon our ears and 
nuaed the fire of hell within my heart. A. momenta pause of 
ittdedision — na^ not indecision but stupor,— ensued — in, the next 
Darwell and I were rushing towards one common centre. He 
reached the companion ladder first. I could not follow where 
I should haye led — the after skylight was open — ^a single bound 
and I stood upon the cabin floor. The first object that my 
eyes encountered was the old Don in the grasp of a ruffian 
wliose knife was at his throat, whilst a second had found but 
little difficulty in mastering the maimed though fiercely strug- 
gUng Juan. A third, — Great Heayen ! — detained the terror- 
stricken Isidora in his polluted grasp, whilst the faithful 
Carlptta. vainly strove to shield her mistress from the monster's 
violence. One hand rudely clasped a trinket depending from a 
golden chain, while .the other was savagely raised to fell the 
generous maiden. The rage of the Nemean lion swelled my 
heart, the strength of Hercules nerved my every fibre — one blow 
and the opponent of Jgnacio lay grovelling at his feet — a spring 
and my Isidora\vas free, whilst m^ fingers, in deadly contact, 
.closed up(m the. throat of the miscreant who had thus dared to 
contaminate her. The fury of my onset staggered the buc- 
caneer, but he was a man of iron frame, and, speedily recovering 
himself, he closed upon me with a leer worthy the Arch-Fiend 
himself. Chance had placed me in an advantageous position, 
for the felon stood with his back against the rail of a long 
•b^ich i]gpon which the impetus of my assault had partially bent 
him« and over which it became my aim effectually to throw 
liim ; but the madness that had lent strength to my first im- 
pulse was now reducing me to a condition of even inferior mus- 
cular endurance, and the desperado evidently gained upon me 
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with each succeeding straiit At length, feigning himself to be 
overcome, he abruptly gave way, but, at the same moment^ 
freeing his grasp of my collar with a sodden jerl^ accompanied 
by a home strokei he set us both at liberty. Foaming with 
revenge his knife was reared aloft, but at the moment of his 
menaced spring my brace of pocket pistols were lerdled at his 
brain. Another moment's and but a moment's pause ensued 
— ^in the next, he dashed at me wit^ fuiy, the ball that bi^e 
his right arm still leaving him snffident power to sheaihe his 
weapon in my side — my second pistol was now pointed at his 
heart, but he strudc up the mucde as it exploded, thcteby es^ 
caping my meditated reward. My brain grew dizzy — ^I reded 
and fell, but was caught in the arms of Isidora, who was covered 
with the blood which poured in torrents from my wound. All 
this, although requiring so much description, was the work of 
a minute. The ruffian I first encountered had been so efieck 
tually stunned, that he had hitherto been unable to return to 
the charge^ and the entrance of Darwell had cut out amj^ 
employment for the assailant of Juan. 

Matters were in this position when a general rush down the 
cabin ladder was heard. My antagonist had recovered his 
knife, and with his left hand was preparing to complete his 
purpose. At this moment the pirate captain burst in amoi^sl 
us. I was recalled from the swoon, into which I had nearly 
fallen, by hearing him screaming, to my utter amazement, at 
the top of his stentorian voice, and in a strong Munster brogue — 

** Thunder an' turf, ye Divil's pets ! "What game's this ye're 
after playin' 7 Whoo !" And any one who is desirous of hearing 
a legitimate intonation of tlus peculiarly Hibernian note^ will 
not fail to attend the performance of the far-famed Power.* 
" Bad manners to ye, ye spalpeens. — How came ye to be i^r 
makin' blackguards ov yersilves widout axin* my lave ? — ^Is it 

V . . i , . II - 

* Alas ! that note is hushed for ever, and an old acquaintance who 
vroA " wont to set the pttbUc in a roar/' is lost to the ^^riter. 
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Mlt ye are, ma boachal ?" said he, addressing himself to me, 
and beckoning the now needless interpreter, who was surgeon 
also, toinspect mj wound. 

** A single flesh cut" observed the pluralist, '^ which careftd 
dressing and repose will quickly rectify.^' 

*^ That's more than it will do for iny flipper," growled my 
intended assassin, eyeing me at the same time with a scowl of 
the most malignant yet disappointed hate. ^* My arm, Oaptaon, 
has been nipt in two, like a frosted carrot.^' 

** XHvil mend id, ye ill luckin' vagabone. Sure wont id be 
an iUigant wamin' to ye for the rest ov yer cutthroat' life, an'' 
tache ye manners in the prisince ov the Mr sex, honey ! 

Saying which the Rover leered most complaisantly at Isidoi^ 
and her attendant. A pause ensued, whidi was occupied in 
admnusterkig to the relief of myself and the wounded bravo; 
Captain Starling, who had all -abng appeared to be utteily over- 
come, suddenly bri^tened up. Forcing bis way to the side of 
the «n duant Don Patricio, he oonmienced eyeing that worthy in 
a most isigniflcant manner — his whim, did not, however, xest 
here, for he laid hold of the Pirate C^eftain's hand, which he 
grappled with an earnest and seeinin^y ardent dasp — ^the 
efl^t upon that doughty personage was as ludicrous as it was 
instantaneous. It first found vmt in anothenr prokmged 
''Whbo !^' — ^was succeeded by a wild ' and wondering starie»^ 
ultimately resolving itself into the foUowing^ ntpidly uttered 
ejaculations — 

> ** I>^n my owld bat ! Cead millia sMirther }-^An' what the 
divil for weren't ye after tellin' me all that afoK ? Odiy thonna 
mon dionl \ — Is id a parricide tiiat ye tuk mefor, to'think that 
I'd be after robbin' my oun mother^s sonl^-Bud, bear-a«handy 
ye spalpeens, start an end out iv this, and d'ye mind me, boys, 
knock. ofT this gUramskin in the fbre-hould-^tum to wid<a 
will — strike all down agin — an' let me find every ha'porth as 
it was an hour agone whin I come on deck !•*— There ! there I 
we can dispinse wid yer company — ^Boom off I** 
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The pirates were as much at a loss as we to comprebenol 
tliis seemingly nnaeoovmtable CBspnoe of their leader; hot it was 
evident that some mysteiy, as effectire in its operation as the 
talismanic **Open Sesame" of the Arabian tale^ existed between 
himself and Starling. Unable to decypher ihat mystery — not 
daring to hazard an inquiry — and fearful of disobeying orders 
so explicitly imperative, th^, one by one, with wondering 
looksy withdrew. We, however, were not long left to pnote 
ourselves with the *'eauae of this effect." Starlings it seema^ 
who was one <^ the rig^t worshipful order of Freemasons, 
had in the moment of extremity imparted his fdlowship to 
the renowned Don Patricio Morpheo^ or to speak by the caid 
Peddy Murpky — fortunately for us hapless wights of the 
Three Sisters, it was not only understood, 1>ut.at once responded 
to, in the mannervre have see n - C F c ry article was safely and ex- 
peditiously rei^aced— -mudi ngnt for the aeeidaU exfMessed 
— ^many and most profuse tenders of any and eveiy assistance 
or supply that tlie San Pietroor ber commander could afibrd 
were made ; whilst to my own onlucl^ self, by this time laid 
up in Ittvender, ihe eonmderaie skipper was lavish in commen- 
dation and oonddenoe^ giving the suigeon interpreter especial 
orders to be as tender over my hurt as if it were his own peon- 
liar case, and to be sure that he spliced, the gash end for end 
and without hitching. To do the follow justice be performed 
hii task much more expertly than could have been expected, 
and left such distinct instructions that beyond a fow days' con- 
finement there was httie danger to be apprehended. To such 
an extraordinary pitch, indeed, did Mr. Murphy carry his 
consideration, that he offered to keep us company for a day or 
two in order that I might derive full benefit firom the ne- 
cessary surgical dressings, and I verily believe he would have 
insisted upon carrying his offer into effect but for the positive 
assurance of Captain Starling that he himself had a knowledge 
of such matters. So sceptical, however, was the persevering 
Paddy, and so deeply interested had he become, that the inter- 
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preter by his orders entered into a close examination of Star* 
ling's capability, and when at length he expressed himself 
satisfied of his proficiency, even then his friendly care cotdd 
scarcely be appeased, for he not only requested but urged me 
to transfer myself to the San Pietro, pledging himself for my 
speedy recovery and promising, on the honour of a Mile* 
sian, not merely to land me safely at the Cape de YerdsH-the 
Pirate's chosen haunt, — ^but to insure a passage from tiienc^ 
to Bio. Strange as this may appear, I am convinced the 
ofPer was one of kindness and sincerity, and would had I made 
trial, have been performed in good faith. It was, however, 
declined, as the reader will readily imagine, with a profasioa 
of thanks rendered with every possible acknowledgment. 
Finding his persuasions unavailing. Captain Murphy at length 
}>Tep8red to take his leaver pledgmg ** The Ladies" in a rummer 
<>f downright mahogany, whilst nodding aad smiling ast Isidora 
he bid her take good eare of me. 

<'For," said he, ^It's a notion I have, darUnt, the blink 
ov that gunpowder eye will be after doin the boy more raal 
sarvice than i^ the diachylon, basUicon, ay, or any other 
eon in all gallipots farmy eop hear-^«a, so jiwil, here's that 
ye may live tfll ye die ! — vel* may every preUy boy that stands 
tip for his petticoat never want a friend to back him — whoo !" 

So saying, this extraordinary personage tossed off the contents 
43f his glass — ^wrung my hand — ^wished me a blithesome bridal, 
Imd soon-^-and, bowing respectfully to the females, stalked 
out of the cabin. Arrived on deck, Buntin was questioned as 
to the restoration of property. Satisfied on this point, his 
crew were ordered into their boats, whither, after wishing 
Capi. Starling a prosperous voyage, he himself shortly fol- 
lowed. The Three Sisters once more kept her course, and the 
San Hetro, having hoisted in her boats, again ranged up 
alongside — shot across our bows, her crew saluting us with 
three friendly cheers, which were joyfully and lustily returned, 
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and then, hauling sharp up for Porto Praya, she was speedily 
lost m the rapidly increasing darkness. 

This, reader, is no mere coinage of the fertile hrain, the main 
incident heing of positive and not distant occurrence. It 
afforded many earnest tojncs of G0nyersati<m, and opened a 
field of curious yet anxious speculation, proving thus mnch» 
that however depraved and vitiated the human mind may 
become, still there are diords which, when toudied, respond 
in sympathy with ties thai no career of crime can entirely 
unloose. 

It will not be necessary to detail the remainder of the 
passage^ which was happily brought to a close in some three 
weeks Irom the date of this adventure ; suffice it that Captain 
Starling most attentively and successfully vrorked out my con- 
valescence — that Darwell and myself became as firmly attached 
as the envy, hatrec^ and malice of Ignado and Juan waxed 
almost too gross for the ordinaiy courtesies of hfe. Isidora 
had omitted no opportunity of mimstering to my comfort, and 
our communion was as frequent and as devoted as the lynx-eyed 
jealousy of her unworthy relatives would permit. Harry 
Buntin's progress in the good graces of the pretty Carlotta 
proved so perfectly satisfactory that it had drawn forth a 
tender of his heart and hand. Such were the aspect of affidrs 
when the Three Sisters dropped anchor in the bright waters of 
Brazil. Tlie evening was too far advanced to admit of landings 
but it was the last we were to spend on board — ^to a certainty 
the last that would ever be passed together by all the partners 
of some more than ordinarily exciting perils. The breaking up 
under any circumstances, of those who» for such a length of 
time^ have formed a miniature world of their own» is ever a me- 
lancholy source of contemplation. What then, at that moment 
must it have been to me ! To part from Isidora? — From her 
who was dearer — a thousand-fold dearer — ^than life itself — and 
that parting,, too, without one vow of truth — ^without one holy 
pledge — without one fond memorial of our loves, our hopes! — 
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It could not be! — No; even although the achieving an in- 
terview cost the lives of a thousand kindred. A hurried, 
illegible scrawl was quickly traced and forthwith conveyed by 
Carlotta to her mistress ^ and> in accordance with its tenor, 
that peerless fair one sought the deck during the still 
hours of the middle watch, kept by Buntin — ^Darwell un- 
dertaking to guard against all impertinent intrusion, from 
the enemy, a thing he most effectually did by bolting the 
companion doors — securing its hatch, 'and seating himself as 
sentinel thereon. It was a lovely morning ; the moon had 
just set, and all was peace around. The vessel, but late so 
restless, now reposed in death-like tranquillity, and reflected 
her shadowy^ image in the phosphoric wave. A hght, timid 
step ascended the staircase, and the next moment Isidora 
was locked in my passionate embrace. My raptures, for some 
time, were too great for words, but, at length, I entreatingly 
broke forth. — 

*' The devotion of the soul requires not the language of the 
lip to render it intelligible. Oh, Isidora, my idolatry has.been 
too engrossing to escape observation. — ^Tell me not I am so 
miserable as to err in conceiving that it finds responsive echo 
in the breast of one whose love is the sole bright jewel of my 
hopes ? To watch beneath the same sky — to inhale the same 
atmosphere — ^to drink the perfumes of that angel breath, have 
for weeks of transport been my raptured lot — ^but alas — ^long 
and blissful as the space has been, it is o'er — fled hke an airy 
and unsubstantial vision, and we are now hurried to the verge, 
of parting without one reciprocated word of afiPection — without 
one promised hope for the future." 

As I spoke I strained the object of my adoration yet closer 
to my heaH. A long, deep-drawn, stifled sigh, accompanied 
with a convulsive pressure of my arm, was the sole reply. I 
gazed anxiously in her face, and by the doubtful light of the 
fast paleing stars I perceived her dark tender eyes suffused 
with tears. 
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" Isidora, my bdoved!" I hnniedlj ezdaimed, at the same 
thoe oorefing her soft £ur hand with hmnuig Usaea* ''What 
canaeathiaezeeaaof emotioiif CSan it he that I hare thus long 
viiaeonatraed your goodneaa! Surdj, suiely, I am not ao 
wretched aa to he mihleat hy your lore t" 

''No — no/ Frederic," ahe eageilyieplied» "I knowit needs 
not words to aasnre you of the sincerity of your ladora — her 
heart is yooi^s alone ! hut, oh, Frederic^ how can I restrain my 
tears and the l»tter nKRnent of separation so near at hand? 
When I feel how almost hopdesa oar aflection, and when I 
honriy heboid the demons of ararioe and revenge eager with 
desire to hlight that afifecdon in ita had." 

"You refer to year rektives," was my reply, "hat» sarely» 
ihey are not empowered so utterly to ocmtroal yoaf ' 

Alaa^ alaa! you speak in ignorance of my conntiymen. 
and affectionate as my dear &ther ever, andoahtedly waa^ 
still there were prejudices too deeply rooted in his mind to he 
eitracted thence even hy his only and fondly dieriahed child." 

" Prqudices f Explain yooraelf, sweet girl, whence and what 
the nature of his prqudices?" 

"My&th^/' she tremblingly xe^^ie^ ^eaily anddeqply 
imbibed the tHgoted doctrines of his own creed, deeming the only 
road to Heaven lay through the portals of the Romish Church, 
to whidi he ever proved himself a willing and liberal beneftotor. 
A heretic^ Frederic, sach as you Protestanta are termed, was, 
in his imagination, the concentration of every thing most 
hanefUl, and I am certain he would as soon have consented ta 
unite his daughter with the arch enemy of it^ ftntigi^ as with 
one of that detested race." 

" And does Isidora inherit the prejudices of her sire V 

" Frederic^" said she solemnly and tenderiy, " God alone cam 
judge the heart, but I firmly believe that he who rraders his 
o£ferings with sincerity vrill meet acceptance^ be he of Borne 
or Geneva." 

" Then I am not rejected for my differing faith ?" 

" Oh, Frederic," and the ingenuous maiden hid her cheek 
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Upon my shoulder^ ''I am persuaded it never entered into 
the imaginntion of m j poor father to contemplate a chanee like 
this. Still he has erected a harrier as effectual as if it had 
heen revealed to his eyes. Honourahle and candid himself, he 
was slow to suspect hase or unworthy conduct in others, much 
less to dream that such existed in a dear loved brother. When 
deathj in a distant lancL laid his icy hand upon him, the me» 
mory of that brother was ever present to his imagination, and 
oft was the wish expressed I should become the bride of 
that brother's son — but, even in thought, my heart revolted 
at the sacrifice — and though I refrained from paining a dying 
parent by open refh8al,-^stil], I inwardly resolved he ne'er 
should call me his.'* 

'^Controul these emotions, my adored on^" said I, for the 
dear girl had given way to painfully excited feeling, *' and let 
me learn the barrier that prevents our union.'* 

" By my faiher^s will, my uncle Ignado is appointed sole 
guardian until I attain the age of twenty or marriage shall re* 
Ueve him from further responsibility, but, (/"a marriage shall be 
solemnized, at any time, without his written consent, the. entire 
of my fortune shall then revert to himself and his heirs for 
ever, unless, indeed, it should be my own especial pleasure to 
bestow it upon Holy Mother Church." 

^^ A most exemplary and pious testament, truly. — But, is 
this, dear girl, the sum of our difficulties ?" 

<< Alas, Frederic^ and is it not enough V 

** Perish the dross," exclaimed I, kissing away the tears that 
were profusely falling. " Your apgel self is all I covet--* 
although not rich, I am at least possessed of competence, and, 
oh« that competence wiQ be wealth exhaustless if only shared 
with thee. Say but that you love me — that you will be mine-*- 
mine only. — ^Be this the token <^your Frederic's truth. '^ 

As I spoke I drew from my finger a jewelled ring of slight 
value which was instantly transferred to her's. She looked 
upon it for a moment, kissed it fervently, and in broken accents 
replied — 
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*' Generous Frederic, the pledge is accepted, and iiere I 
tender mine in testimony of a faith that death or your own 
desire can alone dissolve." 

Her left hand was extended towards Heaven whilst the right 
pressed closely against her heart. Her eyes, too, were earnestly 
tamed upwards, her lips muttering as if in prayer, and when 
the token, a plain gold ring^ had heen«placed upon my finger, 
her head was slowly and reverentially bent upon my hand in 
record of the first fond vow of love's pure innocence. 

'*Nay, Frederic," continued she, '* speak not yet — ^Ihave 
yet a dearer and a richer token — ^a token which, whatever may 
betide, should be the cherished prize of both. It is here," she 
exclaimed, removing a slight silk scarf from her shoulders. ''To 
me this flimsy texture possesses a value far beyond jewel, gem, 
or costliest robe. To you I am confident it will prove no less 
precious, since it must ever recal the image of her who loves 
you — ^truly — ^tenderly — ^whilst to her the blood incorporated 
with its fabric will tell of all the blissful hours of dawning 
happiness— of moments of deadly peril and unutterable horror 
thence to be rescued at the hazard of a life freely offered at my 
feet — this scarf received the tribute of your blood — ^hencefor- 
ward it is hallowed — I part it thus between us — be it our bond 
through life — ^in death it leaves me not !*' 

As she spoke she divided it in two — ^kissed it passionately — 
presented me with a moiety, and thrust the other into her 
bosom. The feelings of both were, for some time, too much 
excited to be capable of reasoning calmly, or of descending to 
the dull and chill realities of life ; mornings therefore, was far 
advanced ere a plan of future operations could be fixed. These 
were simple — ^perchance as simple as the hearts that conceived 
them ; they were thus — after the lapse of a few days, I 
should wait upon her uncle, with a formal tender of my pro- 
posals. Her father's will, so inauspicious in many respects, 
opening a door of hope in consequence of the well-known 
avarice of Ignacio. A prompt and peremptory refusal of Juan, 
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n&der any circamstances, was at oncie decided on, and an offer 
of one half her possessions as the price of her uncle's written 
consent resolved. In case of non-compliance, his fears were to 
be excited by relinquishing the whole to the Church, whose 
favouring aid we reckoned securely upon obtaining, although 
sanguine of not being reduced to the painful alternative of 
requiring it. Matters thus far arranged, our hearts became 
somewhat lighter, and after a thousand caresses we at length 
tore ourselves apart, I murmuring — 

" Hope 1 Confidence I" 

''And constancy!", responded she, as she disa})peared. I 
stood gazing earnestly into dim obscurity — ^the very air seeming, 
as it were, impressed with her cherished form. Darwell, I 
presume, was loath to disturb my reveries, which nevertheless 
were suddenly dispelled by the cheerful tones of Harry Buntiil, 
shouting — 

"For'ard there! — strike the bell eight— call the watch!'* 
Then followed the well known knocking over the fore-scuttle, 
and the noisy clamour of the impatient seaman bawling, '' Lar- 
board watch ahoy !" 

''Come, Wilford, lad," said Darwell, tapping me on the 
shoulder, " it's oar watch below now — so what say you to a 
turn in ? By the stairs which I have so long, sHently and 
patiently been studying, I augur a favourable termination to 
this night's adventure. Come, come, no doldruina^ if you 
please," continued he, when I doubtingly shook my hiead — 
"I tell you it will and shall be well-^for, if the worst comes to 
the worst — I shall soon have some craft or another under my 
feet, and then, you have only to hold on until, I get every- 
thing a tanto — you shall have a boat at your service — ^a cabin 
at your convenience — ^the open sea, a flowing sheet, and 
a staunch friend to back you — and if you can't, with all tiiese 
means and appliances, transfer your lady love to a British 
packet, why, it will be no fault of Richard Darwell — ^but I'm 
cursedly fagged with playing dummy so long — so -here goes for 
a turn in, like a trooper's horse, all standing !" 
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As he spoke, he sprang down the companion-way, an example 
which I almost immediately and unconsciously followed, full of 
a thousand lover-like forehodings, and pondering our many 
anxious hopes and fears — ^how far those hopes were realised, 
the reader has yet to learn. I pause at this natural stage of 
my story — should it he found devoid of interest, let it he cast 
aside— if otherwise — on ! 

It will readily he^helieved, although my hody pressed my 
couch, sleep fled my eye^lids ; my fhime, indeed, might be 
quiescent, but my spirit wrought. Airy castles, with Isidora 
for their mistress, were created — ^pulled down — ^reconstructed — 
dismantled — ^reformed — and overthrown anew* Our adieus, as 
fiir as pertained to the Three Sisters, had been finally spoken t 
therefore when, in the course of a few hours, I heard the early 
departort^ of her and her rektions, t kept mjrself, aecord* 
ing to previous arrangement, perdue in my cabin-— bnt^ ohg 
who can paint the difficulty of that sdf'devoted ifestfuint — 
every instant I was on the eve ^ bursting through it*^ 
w overpowerbg was the temptation that I lodced the 
door upon myself, and had nearly, to ensure my abseace^ 
flung the key through the port hole. At length the boat 
posdied off, and I listened in breathless stupefaction to the 
fapid dip of oars — again and again their sullen plunge stttuk 
through heart and todn, I could no longer brook eonflnem^ai^ 
I hastened upon deck — crushed to the side — ^aad gazedj hitf 
firanticly, upon the frail vessel that bore from me the dearest 
oiijeet of my existence— eight lusty arms propelled her rapidly 
towards the shore — graduaUy the skiff grew less imd less, until 
it became so mingled with the mass of other sim3«r ^bdcs^ 
identity was imposinble — still I retained my post, tmtilbodt 
or passengers were no longer withfn my ken. I sauntered, 
listlessly, along the decks, ever axni anon casting an azmous 
and a shoreward glancd. It was yet early mom — ^the first 
glorious beams were just beginning to gild the many gay and 
gorgeous spires of the splendid city— ehurch and convent bells 
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pealed their matins — the subdued, but busy hum of the 
crowded town struck strangely on my ear — ^the dying flaws of 
the land breeze, charged, as it seemed, with all the odours of 
Arabia, softly fanned my feverish cheek — ^the snowy white of 
the buildings — ^the fresh — ^the brilliant green of new and varied 
trees — ^the magnificent expanse of the bright and glorious bay — 
fell like enchantment upon my senses, and almost uncon- 
sciously won me from my bitter fancies. The water was alive 
with ships of all nations, whose various banners were unfolded 
to usher in the god of day. At the peak of a remarkably fine 
frigatQ floated the verdant ensign of Braadl, its ascent there 
being accompanied with the Constitutional Hymn admirably 
performed by a powerM brass band — in another quarter the 
lilies of France wooed the breeze. Here the^ " Meteor Flag" 
shone pre-eminent — ^and there the star-spangled banner was 
proudly di^layed from one of those "disguised Une-of-battle 
sliips>" whose thick sides and ponderous metal achieved such 
apparently, wonderous triumphs over the weak-manned, dimi- 
nutive frigates of Old England. Whilst I stood attentively 
observing the Brazilian frigate, a cutter pushed off from along- 
aide — ^its course seemed to be directed towards the Three 
Sisters — ^a few minutes determined the correctness of my sur- 
mise. In the stem sheets were seated a couple of officers in 
lull uniform-^the one a slender youth of two or three and 
twenty — ^the other a hale, robust, dark complezioned man, 
probably some six or seven years his senior. The boat's crew» 
eight and a qoxswain, were particularly smart young fellows, all 
clothed in spotless duck, with light white hats, whereon, as 
wdl as on the breast of their frocks, the word "Pirajah" was 
legible in characters of emerald green. 

The best man-ropes had just been rove as the boat rounded 
to. The elder officer sprang on board almost at a bound, 
toudied his hat to Harry Buntin — ^made his inquiries for the 

ptain, and walked ait to the quarter-deck. Upon perceiving 
my unworthy self, I was honoured with a brief scrutinizing 

2u 
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glance, aocompanied with an almost involimtaiy start — how- 
erer, with a scarce perceptible hesitation, he approached in a 
manner of the ntmost, and to me, astoanding famiharitj, ez« 
claiming — 

"And how was old Dot and go one when Fred Wilford last 
saw him V* 

'''SirT' was the onlj monosyllable ihat escaped my aston- 
ished jaws. 

** Why," continued my interrogator, *'it mnst be now some 
fonrteen or fifteen years since I last encountered that most 
learned Theban, of whom, Fred, you were a sad thorn in the 
side. Many a goodly, urchin-thwacking cane of his were im- 
molated on the altar of your hair-splitting propensities.*' 

"Inglis! BiUInglis! Can it be f* 

** Handsomely, yon son of a sea-cook. — ^Is that all the respect 
you have for the Senior Captain of His Imperial Majesty Don 
Pedro?*' Then suddenly grasping both my hands in his, he 
shook them with the most lively emotion. " Why, man, I 
knew you at a glance — I never foiget, under any circumstances, 
any one with whom I have been so long and intimately asso- 
ciated — ^but you, it appears, have no recollection of me, and 
that's strange, too, for mine's a complexion not much given to 
change.'* 

He laughed as he made this allusion to the mixture of West 
Indian blood in his veins, and then commenced a series of 
interrogatories as to the boyish companions of our youthfal 
days — what I had been about since we parted, ending with an 
inquiry as to the motives that had led me to the Brazils. 

"And so," observed J, when I had satisfied him upon these 
points, "you command that beautiful craft I have been .so 
earnestly surveying?" 

**Look at her again," said he, nodding in gratified reply, 
" she's another guess hooker than dainty Roselle the pride of 
Leith, so long the object of both our boyish delight. Poor 
old thing, peace to her manes I She fought gallantly and well 
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against fearfol odds of yonder bouncing buntin'," pointing 
to the American flag — '*Well, Fred, upon my soul, I'm de- 
lighted to see you. Both my ship and my house must be 
your home whilst you stay, and I'll take care to introduce you 
to all the Hans of the place. Talking of lions, by the bye, 
allow me to introduce my Mend Captain Wilson — Captain 
Wilson, Mr. Wilford— Mr. Wilford, Captain Wilson, and, 
there — ^now that you know each other, exchange grapples^ 
before long you'll be hand and glore, I'm certain." 

The young officer and I did as we were bid. '* By the way, 
Fred, I had almost forgot the main purpose of my yisit — ^you 
see what it is to fall in with an old crony. Haven't you an 
officer on board to join our service V 

" We have." 

" What sort of a fellow is he V 

"First-rate— brave, honourable, and a seaman every inch V* 

*' Hallo! Who the devil made you a judge of a seaman^ 
Fred ?" 

** Must I reply ' on compulsion 7' If I must, it shall be 
another time, for here comes Mr. Darwell to answer for himself." 

Darwell accompanied by Captain StarHng accordingly made 
his appearance, and a general introduction ensued. Darwell 
was warmly greeted by both the Brazilian officers, and apprized 
that a ship would forthwith be placed under his command. 

" I know," said Inglis, 'Hhe Seventh of April is commis* 
sioned at BahiiE^ although as yet no one has been inducted into 
the command. I dare say you might either have her or the 
old Bahiana, but the corvette for my money, she is the sweetest 
thing, Captain Darwell, ever formed of wood and iron." 

''The PiRAJAH, always excepted?" laughed I. " Those are 
slapping fellows, your boat's crew — ^Englishmen, I suppose 1" 

"Not one," was the response, "every mother's son — ay, 
and a dozen more, Leith CallanU — I picked them out in 
memory of ' Auld Langsyne,' although, d — ^n the place, as Jack 
says, it certainly was built of a Saturday night — ^but come, 
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yoa and your fnendB miut breakfiwt with me. FU bayc no 
denial, so under weigh at onoe. Come^ Captain Darwell, I 
Imow yotc wont care how soon you see a specimen oi the ser* 
Tioe you have dioaen. Fingah'sy away there I" 

The men who had followed him on board immediately re* 
turned to the boat, into which we were not long of transferrii^ 
ourselves. Upon nearing the frigate we were much gratified «t 
beholding not only the beauty of her i^ppearance^ but the efficient 
and warlike dispositicm of her every department. My vdatile 
(fimid, without losing anythii^[; of the JQvial oompamoi^ evi- 
dently assumed more of the officer ! atej^ng his quarter-ded( 
irith A consciousness of supreme auiharityj and gazing around 
like one perfectly satisfied with the discipline and exact arrange* 
ments of the complicated engine under his command. He had, 
indeed, ample reason for his praiseworthy piid^ the Firajah, 
in herself was a model of naval architecture^ whilst h« crew, 
armament and equijmient, were worthy the character of the 
favoured and daring commander, William Inglis, the fighting 
Captain and Black Commodore ot Brazil. AtUa a brief survey 
of her quarters we entered the cabin, wh^re an ample and 
choice repast did honour to the skippei^s hospitality. 

*' Amoqg th^ changes that have occurred, " said I, addresskq; 
our host, "dp I find you a bachelor or a Benedict?" 

** Which do you say ? Think you I wear the mark of ibe 
beast?" 

'*(Ni, there would be no great w<mder," X replied* **y^ 
among your numevous captures, some one o[ the fiiir daughtexa 
of Braal had acknowledged your su{»^emaoy." 

*' Or made me feel hers ! No^ no>, Fred, I should never be 
able to turn to windward with a wife to deadm my way.. Your 
spouse is a heavy knapsack,, my boy, and I idwajs &Beied 
light marehii^ order. A wife ! — d — ^n me if I woiddn't as 
soon hope to purchase the best bow^ with the gig's crew, as 
to have my own way ever after should I shove my fiat into tins 
bilboes. No^ no— none of your white Serjeants, j^one of your 
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caudle supers for me. — They may be all rery well in their 
way-^more pleasing than profitable — ^tnore ornamental than 
uaeftd — Fve no notion of being moored head and stem in that 
fiuhion." 

** Andy yet, there was a time you thought very differently, 
Inglis« Witness that B&ar of pretty Mary Lawson, for whose 
dear sweet sake you almost brained poor Ritchie the dancing- 
master, and all because he chanced to hurt her litUe foot in 
making her turn out her toes.'^ 

*' Try back, you lubber, try back-^the English of that afiair, 
as I take it was, my wapping the sulky beast of a hop mer* 
thtmi for tyrannically clapping (me Frederic Wilford in the 
stocks." 

'' Not a bit of it — the sorrows of a sweet young lass were 
the veritable cause." 

*' Well, well, if I wm somewhat 3fo/^fied, it was only co^ 
&nw, and has, since I have been so long at groM^ been quite 
forgotten — ^but, Fred, are you still as great an adorer of the 
petticoats ? — Oh, I needn't ask — die red you hang out at the 
fore is answer enough. But, come^ who stands first on the 
jpr69tnt listi' 

^* I beg pardon. Captain Ingtis," said Darwell, perceiving 
my visible confbfdon, and hastening to the rescue, "but I fear 
you hftve trenched somewhat deeply on tender ground — at 
least the subject is too ddicate for gcnetal discussion. With 
yonr permission, therefore^ we wiU take the round of the mainr 
deek» and leave you and your old schoolfellow to exchange 
QOTmnimieations.'* 

Pray do oblige me^ gentlemen — ^I &ei greatly indebted for 
consideration. In half an hour I shall be ready to accom- 
pany you to the Navy Office^ and you Captain Starling, wifl 
be ia ample time to report your ship." 

When the trio had withdrawn I hastily ran over the events 
of the passage, imparting generally the state of my affection for 
Isidora and our mutual plans for bringbg it to a happy issue." 



u 
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**JmdanL Birierar' exdaimed Ing^ "Why, you do^ 
yoa're no ways niee I find. Would nought less than one 
of the most beantiful and wealthy heiresses of Brszil content 
youf Wel]» well I let me see, I think I may he of assistance 
in this aflbir. It is not to hoast if I say I possess some little 
interest with the Emperor. Ignado, too, on moie occasions than 
one, has heen my dehtor, and, as you yourself justly ohserve, his 
graspii^ rapacity will stand yon much in stead. Tes, yes, I 
think the matter may be managed, nnless that whelp Juan 
should prove cross-grained. He carries great weight with his 
father, and is» in sooth, a precious unlidced cub, — but, nil det- 
peramdum^ roj boy, I hare the nack of succeeding in most 
of my enterprises, and this, my dear fellow, shall be followed 
up with all the ardour of an old and faithful friend.** 

** My dear Inglis, I am not more obliged than delighted at 
finding you retain so lively a recollection of one whom I should 
have thought so stirring a life as yours would long since have 
banished from memory.'* 

'*No, Fred, there was something about yon — something 
about the delicate English lad, as yon then were, that attracted 
me to you more than to all our Scotch school-mates. Never 
shall I forget the day we went a cruising in the old rotten boat 
we slipped from the Emetjie Soolajee. Methinks I still behold 
Jemmy Dick, when full of his devilments, he kicked his iron 
hoot bed through one of her frail planks — ^bewilderment was 
on the faces of all — consternation filled the bosoms of most — 
the water rushed wildly in — the shore seemed donbly distant — 
myself and another fiercely plied the oars — but no one thoi^t 
of keeping under the leak, until you, with a promptitude and 
decision, I have often since wondered at, wrapping your hand- 
kerchief round your clenched hand, thrust it into the dangerous 
opening, thereby saving the lives of some half dozen trembling 
urchins.'* 

"Why, surely, there was nothing wonderful in that? Any 
one might have done the same." 
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**Trae, any one might have done so— hut no one thought 
of it — ^and, without the mind the action would have been un- 
perfonned, and we laid snugly at the bottom of the Firth. 
But a truce to this. Your arrangements must remain nearly 
the same as planned by the lady and yourself. I will not 
instantly throw myself in the old Don's way. A week or so 
will help to take the rough edge off the crusty curmudgeon. 
During that period I dare say you can contrive to arrange your 
commercial affiiirs." 

" I have little doubt I shall.*' 

** In that time, too, I hope your friend DarweU may have 
our bunting above his head, and I myself shaU be almost ready 
to start for Para, whither I am ordered to quell the revdu- 
tionary spirit at present in full blow there. But, come — 
shoreward, ho I And yet, Fred, I feel half sorry you should 
land.'* 

"Why so, pray?" 

" Because the filth, misery, and complication of villainous 
smells is sure to destroy the glorious illusion that distance and 
the manifold charms of the scene never fail to awake in a 
stranger's mind.'' 

" Pho ! nonsense, man, we must all swallow a bushel of dirt 
before we die, as the homely adage has it." 

** Must we so? Then stand by to open your muzzle, Fred, 
for, by (Seorgei, you must take in your share all at once-^ 
ha, ha, ha I" 

I shall pass over the events of the next eight days, merely 
recording a brief summary of their result. My own commer- 
cial mission had been satisfactorily arranged. The Three 
Sisters had delivered her cargo-— had laid on for London, and 
was in hopes of sailing within a month. The Seventh of 
April, in charge of a Lieutenant, came round from Bahia, 
and had been placed under Darwell's command, whose reception 
at Court proved particularly gracious. Inglis expected to 
sail for Para in a week. Matters were thus drcumstanced 
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when one day my madcap friend bant into the dnrwin^itMmi, 
cxdaiminc^— 

"There^ there! I toMyoaso, Fred — I told yon Iwteyonr 
g uardian ai^;ell — ^IVe done it — I've done it! — AlPs ngh^ 
man ! — Top your boom ! — ^BCake saQ for old Ignaeio's — throw 
yoarself into yonr mistresi^s anna — and if yon want a diarming 
wedding trq>— why— the captain's cabin of the Pirajah ia 
heartily at yonr senioe !" 

*'My dear fellow, do yon mean to say—" 

''That Ftc condnded eyerythiBg. T<m are to have the 
gid — ^Ignado half her Ibrtu i i fr— I haggled, like a diapman, 
for a^ibm( bat it wasno^. There^ there t-^Fll hear dl yew 
thaidn another time. — Away to yonr Buona IMo— and, d'ye 
Bsaik, recommend her to dap all anneoessary modL modesty 
in her podcet Get spliotd as ftst as yoa call.-^Ddays are 
dangerous. — ^And the sooner a man gets his craft from onder 
an enemy's gans — why — ^the more comfortable he feds.** 

** A thousand, thoasaad rtianV^ ! Bat what says Jasn: to 
alithbr* 

" Hamph ! Joan's i^ the cooatry, and likdy to be so for 
some few days to come. Try and make the lady lbs. Wilford 
bc&re he returns — ha may be the more readily reeondled 
when he can't help himsdf." 

I lost no time in hastening to the abode of my bdoved— 4ier 
onde received me with a grin of semi^sardonic wekottie. Ex- 
pressed sincere regret for the unfiUd obstinacy of his nieoe^ 
and declared thilt nothing but the high esteem in whidi he 
hdd my friaid Inglis would have induced him io€ a moment to 
Usten to my suit. Having, however, given his pnmiise my 
visits should be permitted. Eneooraged by even sudi qualified 
admissions, I dMamended urging him, by every means I oould 
derise^ to aanetion our immediate union. On this point he 
was inflexiUe, declaring that no such step should be taken 
ontiL it had met the entire concurrence of the worthy Juan. 

The reader must be content to ima^ne the rapturous meeting 
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fif buldrt And tajtisAi. Lore «eeaes^ howey^r d^Ughtfti to the 
iu^rs, fire somewhat prosj to the mere on looker. I shall 
thttref<M« tufipoiie ill our mutuid endettmeuts »pokeA'H>iir 
lio|>ea-'aoa^ ftttn*'»Kiufr dottbts-^^^mt anidetieB dis^tassed — ^the 
impraetieaUiity of Igiiaeio's dui^sitidti Uonentod— the mqr* 
lv«rd luid i^Tengefhl ttatim of Juan's ajipr^end^d. All these 
had been tamed and twisted in every conceimble ftshion* It 
ifm ^^ fourth cby ^rom oar re-nnion. We were etoted in a 
bower of the moBJt choice tropin shfubs. ^ The fiery htet of 
the sun had been gradually beeomiilg subdued by the approach 
bf ere — ikt momentaly twilight was almost at an end» when 
bwr inedUtations ir^te mtdd^j ititerrupted by the abrupt en* 
trance of two men who passed loudly through the gairdiNi gate 
IKrhich i«as tdmi»st opposite to the sMiti of our interview. 
Carlotia had been rettdiag at a UlUe distance) and Was the first 
to pero^ve the intruding. Starting to he^ fiiet, she hastefied 
to warn us of their approacih. Her anxiety caught the atten- 
tion of the fiMniosti attd alm<lst at the mom^t of th« dfec- 
tionate muden's readuilg our ride^ Juan abo ibet our unwel» 
tome g^. A bfief pause trf embalrassed silence ensaed--4n 
ttie next Juah motioning bin attendant's dqiartuiei broke forth--* 

" Is it thus> then^ that rascal Eaj^hmai set the laws of 
nations and of sodeiy at defianee ? Yilehertfl^! Deaiiyshsl^^ 
aM pay fbr the otttfage!" 

** Hold Jttan>*' etdaimed Isidot^a, ^* you know tnt what haa 
occurreci. 

*^ Eestraia yourtelf^ dignior/^ said I^ ^* beWare, lest you do 
^At you should be sorry fiir. I overlook words which» in ig*' 
horaiice of circumstances, jron may have considered yoursdf 
JusfMed in using-^but^ paus^^eitm what has dianoed during 
l^ur absi^fiee^ and you will then be able to itma a correct 

" What ! Thiiik you to wiieedle me by the base oajc^eries 

that have so besotted a silly girl ? Fot0 a Dm t I hold you 

16» better than the villain pirate^ from nAom joiat pretended 

2 X 
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yakmr reacoed as. 'Twas a trid: — a scheme— « deception-^ 

•nr 

** If it were deeeptkni^ al]»'* replied I» **liow comes it your 
life was spared? Pirates are not wont to show mnd^merey to 
rivals — andyoK best know how much yoa ment at my haodsl" 

''Bobber I" helurioiialj ezdaimed^ "how is it I find jwk 
here ? Instantly depart my fitther^s pfemiseSk" 

'^They were entered with your father's leav^ and, untii he 
lecal that leare, I shall not heeda madman's threatsJ*^ 

"Bml I YiUain ! Do you daieT 

''Jusa! Joan!" sobbed Isidonu 

** The gentleman qpeaks ftmiyy Sigidor/' said CarlotCs, **h» 
kaa yonr ftther^s sanction for his visits." 
. ''Away, vile cockatrice] Here^ Pedro^" calling after hi» 
servant, " help me to thrust this villain from our doors." 

As be spokei, he approached and endeavoured to lay hold 
of me. 

"Attempt not," eriedl, '^for the sake of all, to contaminate 
me with your touch — I have already borne much — but, one 
touch — and passim wUl have way.^ Stimd back, Signior," 
seeing him- again approaching — " stand back — else you and 
your native earth shall become rig^ well acquainted.*' 

Regardless of the threat, he quickly closed and seized me 
by the collar, from which it was but an instant'^work to shake 
him firee, my right hand levelling him with the earth, as the 
fingers of my left relaxed th&i gripe upon his throat. Speedily 
regaining his het, he leered upon me with the malignant luiy 
of a baffled demon-d^enf turning to Isidora with all the 
withering aspect id hatred and revenge. 

** Come, come,, my eweet cousin, this is no fitting scene for 
yaw — even, your pimte-lover agrees with me in that. In, in^ 
my charmer,, to dream of gladsome bridals — ^merry maskings — 
and ^i/^M? cousins — ^Inl" 

He tore )ier from my armsr as bespoke, and motioned Cap- 
lotta. to remove her mistress — a glance of my eye speaking 
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■pproval, tbey sadly withdrew as the garden gate was flung 
back bj Pedro. 

'*There^ Sir!" continued Juan, pointing to the gate, ''there 
lies your road. For the ferours you have, . this night, cbn« 
ferred, believe me deeply grateftd— ere long you ahall have 
proof— pHxtf— bloody proof!** 

So saying, he dashed the garden gate, which I had passed, 
full in my face, leaving me to wend my moumfiil way to apprise 
Darwell imd Inglis of tihis fatal termination to my ardent hopes. 

At the close of my narration, the former looked grave, and 
the sole reply of the latter, for some time, was a loud and pro- 
longed whistle«-at length, regarding me earnestly, he began— > 

'' By vGeorge, Fred — ^this, as Johnny Grappaud would say, 
is a mauvais eontre temps^ and I am heartily sorry for it^-*-not 
that an extra ounce of lead would add much to the weight of 
Mnter Juan's head — ^but, then, it will be the death-blow to 
your hopes of the girl,^and she is a sweet creature — ^for some 
time to come — ay, and what's worse, may lead to a forced 
vait to the Bay of All Saints." 
What mean you?" I enquired. 

Why," sdd he, ''the Brazilian Government have sttch 
little sympathy for Aonottr, and so much regard for the lives 
of its mtizens, that the survivor in these affairs is frequently 
recommended the air of Taporica." 
I scarcely comprehend." 

To speak without metaphor, then," replied he, ^^meeeafid 
dueHists are sometimes sent far life to the prison of Taporica ; 
but, don't you look so blank, for although you must meet this 
Marplot, yet, even should you pay him for peeping^ Fll take 
good care you shan't be caged. We start at day-break for 
Para — your field of battle must be part of the beach I shall 
indicate.*^— Should you^faD, — but, no, no, you must not fall V' 
and here poor Inglis most affisctionately wrung my hand. 
"Well I should your antagonist M, Fll have a boat to cany 
you on board, where you shall be rated volunteer for the expe* 
dition." 



4t 
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«<M7 dear Ini^ lioir AaB I ever vepiif any auuij oUigii* 
turns— but laidon, '* 

**Olk, IVe not targo/ttmhoH'-Af^Aalk htmri l m JUlawre 
a ftiaid bewnliowin prar* tike maJinBi «f aafend oonir 
dtnftial coiniminiffrtkm dnvng jimr abMnae. Don't be cast 
down, Fnd» thkisbnt an dbowln thaodUeofyiNirliA^irtdili 
jott win yet be able to eoH cuay WBoooUk and amig Ibt «B that's 
eoneand gone. 

**l sqipose^ In|^** sdd I. <t]r«n wBI set aa fited npon 
diiaQeoaaiDnf" 

^ByOeoigel'' was bk imiswaHei^ *^I hadlofgottea aD 
nheolftiendf ftiesidg^Why, my -dear fiA>w» I shonU be 
beoken» nere I 4f^ OoMmndoses, and Gi^iftaiii BmeU is in 
Ae aame ]iredioanMit« Who the devil eaa we ftid to befriend 
yen in flue emM gtn ey f* 

VUIat we were pqasUng oar bmins the diewing^reom deof 
wee Avaim apmkt and e JVench e£Deeir of Iferinea enteied, 
lai^ beuBoed v^ oireijoyed. 

<<Mydearfenow/'saidh^<«dllifl^MMltpaeey««« Yoaaie 
alwe^a in liick's wi^y/' 

«<Aher leidicd the Fienehnm^ smilta^ <«snd That fixr 
hieke duA I kfieh apieeent. Mowiew le Cmmaedover* 

«<V1^» the fiiel W* mi Inijdh the etcemony ^ intre. 
daotion over, '^ihe ftot is, my ftiend Mr. WiUNrd* hfni ie in 
imm^dll^te ezpeotation of i^ message^ and* being e atnnger, 
Iw eonseqiaeqtly^ totally niqwevided witik afitad. The offieial 
^itoi^lbionsqfinysetfandOi^. Barwctt leecbiAs enr feoderiog 
him that oenvte^y^-^hul the well knenm gellMiry and good mit 

ti0se of Captain l^e i^»i43i ere su%ienit«i «sfni» me tjb^ 
lit onee remove Ae diiB<9d|y.'' 

HAh, «h. shP' siad U Bonlx, In^^bh^, ^'elv C^fMrn 
Ii|^ymeif»s«moiA^forihe)oh^! I3i^bie»»ifde«flKmel 
yvni IH^i^i shftt take 9hM» by dk^-hgbt to4»sin^ I sbdl ave de 
ftUcite to see the phty qsH b^ S»^«e hw f ay^hi dqpert « eqit 
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"AM the Pibjjab/^ rejoined I«g;lis» *'two hour* curlier, 
prpvided mj fri^d h^te qan bag hU game in that time." 

At thU movum^ A Spaniah gantkniaiit aUgbtlj known to 
I«gl}^ Ifqneatad to aee xa^ Ha provedi aa waa e^cpectedt the 
•mbapaadpr of Jnam mi waa tberefoie referred to Captain Ia 
Bovl^ after <iiat personage had been made sufficiently awai^ 
of the grmmdi of quarrel, C^f>tain J^ Sonb^ bowereri ha4 
not long retired vitb Jnan'a lE^iend, ere be returned to kam 
my ploaaara on an important matter A&tbe ekaOevged party, 
tke dieica of wfapona remained with me-*«4)ut this the impe« 
riona Joan bad eitbei^ fovfj^ten or diaregarde^ selecting tbo 
tniall awerd aa the meime of bringing our mortal fevid to arbi* 
trement. Wbetb^ or not h^ presumed upon ibe cnstonuoj 
ignoimme of the I^iS^h at the weapwi or upcm bia own indi« 
▼idoal BVHk it would be bard to determine- Howeveri he %in 
pefi^Aced no unwiBingneaa on mj part. Consequently, upon 
the return of Captain I#e BonU, time^ plaocb and all the neeea* 
aafly formnbo were completed without delay. 

<f Vn not sQffy fcNf ibe eboie^'' said IngUa to DarweQ in « 
half wbiq^A ''thi^ Dm will eateh a Tartar, else Vm cursedly 
out of my reckoning. Fred once bad the reputation , oi being 
ibe best ^nioer in £dinburgh« At aU o^entp, / never saw any 
one who eould stand againat bim.** 

I myaelf was by no maana sonfy ibat Juan should have mado 
mm selection bo did* Saving been, as Ing^a expressed it, 
<irM;a#0 when I was s^tto sqhool in Scotland^ fendof^ fcnr 
nAweh I had evw erino^d a po^uliw pr^dilectionii wa^. ordered 
to 6mk a p^H^n of my atndies« XhAt i^fAM art I acquired 
under m emgii Frenobm4m» whoaa fi^vonrite pupil I became^ 
and of wboae academy I ^m^, wquesHsmably, theleader--4bat 
Mi I had suhsequenMy «»d oomtinuoualy prac^ised^l there* 
fioro Ht ecmfldwi upon the pr^a^t oeeasio% eaEperiencing few 
if die natural and uneaay refleoticma whioh wmH pass throui^ 
ttke doeOist's mind w tbo evo<^o ooiKfUet with the di^dly anci 
waflertiai» piatoU 
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The greater portion of the ereniiig I dedienled to along And 
Indd written explanation to my adored Isidora. In this, my 
nolites, actions* and plans were explicitly dedaied. Iterations 
of deathless love and oonstancypoored forth — hope for the fature 
expressed — ^I urged again and again that ray love for her was 
whdly unhiassed by worldly views — imploriiq; — should her for* 
tone still prove a barrier at my return, that she would unhesita- 
tingly sacrifice it. In fine^ I told her, if I live^ I should 
return within 'twelve months, and that during that time' she 
should hear from me by every opportimity. All my arrange- 
ments perfected, I threw myself upon my ooudi, where, altera 
variety of tossings, I fell into a profoimd shunber. Love and 
Isidora the subject of my soft and gentle dreams. 

The first, fidnt streaks, paleing the leaden dulness of the 
Orient sky, beheld the Braailian frigate and corvette, dowly 
trending seawards — the expiring breath of the night wind scarce 
sufficed to rustle their square and heavy topsafls, but &e ships 
were trimmed to take advantage of every fiaw of the light winds 
which, at such seasons, usually awake with dawn. Ls Fatori 
gave no indication of departure, for all on board seemed to be 
wrapt in quiescent blessedness. 

A shore boat, with my new fnend Le Boulx andihe Surgeon 
of the IVench corvette, sped towards a certain point of the 
bay. It was speedily gained, and ere long we were joined 
by the other actors of this unhappy drama, Juan accompanied 
by the friend who had borne me his message — a sallow, 
but quiet looking Spaniard. A surgeon likewise formed part 
of his train, which reached the ground in a hired carriage. 
A stem courtesy exchange^ little time was lost in needless 
preliminaries. Le Roulx had, on my part, provided the 
necessary weapons, a choice of which was offered to my an- 
tagonist, his being at the same time submitted for my selec- 
tion. We each availed ourselves of one of the blades furnished 
by our respective friends. Upon measuring*--the Toledo was 
found to be a trifle the longest, but the superior lightness and 
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make of the French rapier, to mj thinking, fully compensated 
its other disadvantage. Having divested ourselves of our upper 
garments, and submitted to the customary inspection, we 
stood on our defence; Satisfied, in my own mind, that the 
sword had been selected because of my presumed English ig- 
norance of the wei^on, I resolved that, by no possibflity, should 
I fall into like error by undervaluing the skill of my antago- 
nist. I also further resolved that should the superiority of 
skill be with me, every practicable means should be used to 
bring the conflict to a bloodless issue, 
. It was well I had come to such determination,^ for the 
first few passes convmced m^ I had no Tyro to deal with. He, 
too, seemed somewhat staggered, having calculated, I presume, 
upon an easy and a speedy oomjuest. Disa{^ointment, how- 
ever, only put him upon hi» mettle, and, with all my skill, I 
found I had at least met my match — ^foot, eye, hand, blades 
were all in rapid and earnest requisition, scarce saving me, oc- 
casionally, i^om the precision and fury of his assaults. At 
length, in a violent lunge, successfully parried, he overreached 
himself and remained at my mercy. I pricked him slightly,, 
in the hope that blood drawn the combat would terminate. 

** Sang! Sang /** exclaimed Le Boulx, jumping to my own 
conclusion — " Voila ! V affaire estfini /" 
. • ** Back!" shouted Juanv *^The affair,, believe me, ends in 
no sucb contemptible manner." 

As he spoke, he charged me home^ half unprepared as I wa» 
for such sudden onset — ^his impetuosity, however, missed it» 
aim, and once more placed him in my power. In guarding the 
memKsed stroke, his sword point passed through the scroll of 
my hilt— a sudden^ and powerful wrench tore the weapon from 
his grasp, and he stood disarmed before me. A moment 
sufficed to disentangle our hostile blades, but that moment had 
also been sufficient to transfer the second aword from the 
hands of the Spaniard to those of my sanguinary foe. Apause». 
as if by mutual consent ensued — Juan conversing apart with 
his friends,, whilst Le Roulx thus addressed me^ 
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"iPA, ^ien, Monsieiir^lllbrd^ Immf^tutradndfo^miiieM 
kai dexterity. Ceti im fiutfrnrm eekd la§ md joa ahall git 
Idm some Frendi sled pomr son IwPpallafimt. He aiiaA b^ you 
isnssiiH^^iioii pM on man of honiKiir. Ton moM iidt tNP# 
bim dmee ftway-^^-vot nafafe Agaiit. It will Mol him fevare 
to draw Uood a ketd. (ktrdetwnmP* 

**lf€fWi BstV* roared Joao^ throwing faimadf into j^oaition^ 
"jrourHfeofinfaie." 

A long, ileroei ardnona atfoggle enaaed. 1 had vkM thin 
Onoe drawn blood witboat my opponent'ft haiving been able to 
tetnm the compliment. Pnfy at length took complete poaate- 
aion of his 8oq1» and the most desperate effbrts were made to 
master my gnard. In one of these my point entered his lig^t 
breast, the rapier passing entirdy through his bod^-^^-^da left 
hand wildly datehed my fighti Whilst he tainly esaayed to . 
shorten his own weapon in order to transfls me^^^he oonfiie^ 
howerer, was past^-4he blood he had pl^tiondy los^ ^onpled 
with that wfaieh now poured in torrents ftom his aide, had done 
its work^-his limbs qdivered— his bnan reded-^his gtasp 
nndosed-^'^nd he fell, bathed in his life's blood* al toy feet 
Ay I and there stood I*— a BtiOCEsaFttL DttitLLiar ! My 
hands crimsoned ftom the purple fonnt 0^ one with whom I 
had long eaten the bread, if not of frlendsilip, at least ist 
fellowship. Oreat Hewren ! What ! What were my sensa- 
tions ? Outraged love — ^wounded pride— ••insnlied honour*^ 
an-^^^all were fled^-even the cherished memory of Isidora hersdfi 
fen feint and poweriess now-^I saw nothing— 4ieeded nothiiq;^^ 
toy every faculty was absorbed in the bloody, prostratl^ object 
at my feet^I Was a murder^v-^I had violated the laws of my 
God, and would hare given worlds to tecal the last dlte hdf 
hour of my existence. 

*^ MafiM r said Le Roulx lo his brother officer, at the same 
time wiping the Mood^^tained weapon,-^'* he is dead as de 
door of de nail." 

"Vraiment," replied the Suigeon, **I shall very much feaf 
--'Maisi we shall see*'* 
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'' Ma, Monsieur Vilford/' cried Le Ronlx, addreMing him* 
self to me^ **Je erois que c€«^— dat i»^-*di8 shall be joatpremiete 
affaxtt t Ne wyezpas si trute /— *Not make de visage longe* 
It shall be noting when you are use to him/' 

"Et qiud, donef* It shall be all his own piopre faute* 
He would force you to kill him !" 

These words of intended comfort fell on a dull insensate ear. 
At this moment, the accustomed salute of the various notionai 
ships as they heralded the approach of daj^ recalled me pain* 
fully to myself. Never, methought, did sun-rise shine more 
Badly--«the purple chambers, whence it slowly broken seemed 
dabbled with the gore of my unconscious victim.--^The Sitfgtoas 
were in earnest consultation orer the body. — 

"That he yet lives,*' broke forth the Brazihan, "is evident.'* 

"Lives?" echoed I, wildly throwing myself upon my kntes^ 
*' Thank Heaven ! Thank Heaven ?" 

"But, how long he may continue to do so," added that 
functionary, "is a problem whi^ I cannot pretrad to solve." 

" I shall have good hope, Sare," replied the Frenchman^ 
*' because I shall tinke dat de sword blade shall not ave wounded 
any of de vital parts— mais, modie shafl depend upon you 
yourselfe, Sare. All we can Ao, pour I0 present, shall bo to 
stop de-'-vat you shall call — the hemmorhage^ den de more 
sooner you take him home de better." 

In accordance with this opinion, the two mecUcal gentlemen 
set earnestly to Work. During the entire arrangements I 
surveyed their operations with an anxious and a ^emblkig 
heart. Juan, however, in my eyes, evinced no qrmptomof re* 
vival, and my mind was filled with gloomy foreboding. At 
length the operation was completed, and the object of their 
solicitude deposited in the carriage. 

" 8ir," said the Spaniard who had acted as Juan's ftiend, 
'" your part of this unhapj^ affiray has been that of a gentle- 
man and a man of honour, and to such I shaitl erer be proud 

to bear testimony. Your hand t A JMoe Messieurs^** 

2 Y 
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He shook me cordiallj by the hand, nosed his hat to the 
Frendimeiiy and aooompanied bj the Brasilian Sargeon» entered 
the carriag^^ which carefiilty drove off. We again returned to 
the boat, but had not proceeded £ur, before we were joined bj 
my friends Ing^ and Darwdi in the first cntter oC the 

Pi RAJAH. 

''We saw it aU," said Inglis, ''and the mutter ended just as 
I expected. I hope^ howeyer, yon haven't fitted the fellow 
foreign, as Jack says. Come, eome, man," seeing me so 
wretched, " don't look so blank, Fred, you're not the first who 
has had the misfortune to kill his man^even should it prove 
that young sulky has slipt his wind. I'll bet ten to one he re- 
covers — ^there's no killing your real Brazilian — ^Dam'me they've 
as many lives as a cat." 

I now bid adieu to my obliging allies of the Favon, trans* 
ferring myself to the cutter» whilst they, in the shore boat pro^ 
eeeded to* their ship. We parted with an infimfy^ of good 
wishes on both sides, Le Boulx assuring me that he should 
always ted proud to attend me on any little affair, should cir- 
cumstances permit his doing so — " for,'' said he, " 1 was Brtne 
Oareon, and a litde more practice would have made me perfect T* 

The cutter danced merrily over the sparkling waters, being 
iii^Ued with lusty strokes towards our ^ips, whose snowy and 
distended canvass acknowledged the influence of the fresheur 
ing breeee. They stiU held their seaward course, my friend 
Inglis being unwilling to exdte any comment on shore by 
causing either or both of them to- heave to. A long spit of 
land concealed our boat from the gazers that might be congre» 
gated at the landing-place, but, notwithstanding all the exer- 
tions of our gallant boat's crew, the increasing land wind drew 
the ships so rapidly through the water, that Inglis was forced 
to throw out a s^nal. It was promptly answered from the 
PiRAJAH, whose weather-braces having been rounded in, her 
fore and main topsails were kept shivering. , Her way thus 
deadened,, without an alteration of course^ we were speedUj 
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enabled to overhaul her, and when I trod her broad and spot- 
less deck» it was as the recorded and voluntary servant of the 
Brasilian State, as if I might thereby conciliate the general 
body for having probably, however unwillingly, lopt it of 
one of its individual and conspicuous members. Time only 
tempered my feelings upon this point — ^the kindness of Darwell 
and Inglis was unavailing. After breakfast, the former re- 
turned to his own ship — and the consorts with a leading wind 
— smooth water— .«very pound drawing — ^were eagerly plough^ 
ing their anxious way towards the rebellious shores of the north 
western coast of Brazil. 

A pleasant run, of a few days, carried us safely to our cruudng 
ground, but what we were to achieve when arrived there, was 
a matter of some wonderment to others, as well as myself. 
The naval power of the insurgents was — nil — ^and, for land 
forces, imless we could, as old Blucher rhapsodized the Impreg- 
nable — ^unless we could clap oiv ships upon wheels, we were 
utterly destitute of th^ means of annoyance. However, as we 
were paid for acting, not tkinkingy we remained most perseve- 
ringly upon the station, relieving its tedious monotony by an 
occasional trip of one or other of our ships to seaward — ^this 
proved an agreeable variety, and tended to enhance the experi- 
ence of our less practised seamen. We had been upwards of 
two months off Para, during which time I had received two 
most welcome and satisfactory letters from my dear Isidora-— • 
satisfactory, because of the unchanged and fervid sentiments of 
the lovely writer — satisfactory, because they imparted the 
grateful intelligence of the safety and subsequent convalescence 
of Juan — but above all, satisfactory, because the sweet girl 
declared her unalterable resolution, under any circumstances^ 
to become mine, when a fitting moment should admit of my 
claiming her hand. We had, as I have said, been above two 
months off Para, when the rebel leaders sent an envoy request- 
ing lui interview, on shore, with the Commodore, the avowed 
object of which was tg bring their present ground of hostility 
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to an y*y*M^ coBdmmi. log^ at onee aiet the oftr in the 
tpiril of Mttnan-likc^ stn^ghtfonmid integrity — sever pausing 
to wei^^or MratiiuietbepeoQliajPtenna upon wUok this inter- 
new was to take plaee. These woe eooogh to have startled 
a Was daring^ or a less sanguine mind* It was esqpeeted that 
he should entrast himsdi^ nnaeeompanjedhyanyafhisofficerst 
or even by an adggoate guaidt into the kommrutU hands of 

rebeb and traitors^-hisaag^s erew being the sole escort allowed \ 

I 

to the representative of the Imperial M^asty of BnudL. Cap- 
tain Wilson and myself as well as the other officeia of the > 
frigate^ were loud in objections againat compliance with a 
demsnd so suspicious. I)arwell» too, and kU offioersi viewed 
the proposition with equally jealoua eyes. We were sO, never-* 
^ialea% ovemded by the infloodble Inglia^ who treated the poa- 
aible contingencies of fraud and dangnr with immeasurable 
contompt-*^combatting our weU meant apprehensions by the as- 
sertion that the rebels had every thing to hqie from hia media- 
tioi^ whilst nothing could be gained fromvioleneeortreaii^eiy. 
It was in vain that !« hia old and chosen friendi entreated to 
bear him company* Upon this pcrint he vras utterly impincti- 
eable— having decided that the interview should take jdace ao« 
cording to the very letter of the Insurgents' demand. Aocor-^ 
dinc^y» having assured them of his acquiesoenee^ he quitted the 
PiRAjAH in the manner prescribeda foil of spiriti^ and in the 
cQufident hope of a happy and suacessfnl issue to his n^egotia* 
ttona-^Hndlying me bluntfy» as he went over the sida^ uf^on my 
ridiculously absurd afqprebensiona. I daqied bis hand witk a 
apirit of sad and sore misgiving— 4mpres8iDg hia every feature 
and lineamwt upmi my mind aa thcuigh our latest esithly &n^ 
well had been spoken. 

Scarce had the gig oemmeneed her shoreward careert ere a 
hunriad scheme was submitted by me to C^tain WiLsoo. 
That officer's forebodings were not much less gloomy than 
my own. I therefore implored him to get both frigate and 
eoifvette under weighs in order that they might be able to stand 
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in towards the town^ and readj to act upon any emergency. 
I promised to place myself between him and all anger that 
Inghs might evincey provided our fears should prove to be 
groundless. Ardent love for his Commander^-the earnestness 
of my pleadings — coupled with his own serious apprehensions, 
prevailed, and I was cheered by quickly seeing the capstan 
manned, and a signal thrown out for the Seventh of Apkil 
to follow our example. My desires were yet further gratified, for 
the launch was h<Hsted out — ^manned and armed — and, backed 
by the first and second cutters, was despatched in shor^ to 
protecl^ as far as possible, our chief from harm. I fixed my- 
self, with twenty of Inglis's picked " Lath Gallants," in the 
first cutter, approaching the «hore as dosely as we might with- 
out exciting unneoessaxy apprehension. We had been thus 
rowing guard for a couple of hours, when we were suddenly 
attracted by the sig^t of a considerable assemblage moving to* 
wards the beach, and in the direction of the gig and her six 
brave fellows who awaited th^ leader's return. The portly 
person oi Inglis was soon conspicuous, and we b^an to think 
our terrors had been unseemly, for on his right and left, bowing 
full lowly to faia discourse were seeo, the two prime movers of 
the rebdlion^ whilst a groupe of inferior conspirators fc^lowed 
at his heelSk. Tbej gradually drew nearer and nearer. In an 
instant more the villains on his right and left gn^pled at hia 
throat, those in the rear pressing forward to the aid of theii 
confederates. 

Like the lioa in his strength, Inglis, availing himself of lua 
Herculean power% shook off his assiulants in the twinkling c^ 
an eye. Another second and his sword was whirling round 
his head. The cowards instinctively gave back. Profitting by 
the pause, my heroic friend instantly, in a clear and trumpet* 
like tone, shoQted-<^ 

" Scotland V 

** L^th !" was the responsive exclamatioQ, or rather yell-— 
f^ the cry was ^ conoeMrated mixture of ra^ horror, despair. 
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and Tengamoe. Hie gigf s crew im with the lightninsf s speed 
to his a ssistance — the two catters ahsdutd j flew across the 
waters, whibt the huinch, telegraphing the shipa^ hastened to 
hear her part in the rescue or rerenge. 

My eye never for one moment lost sight of mj friend — reco- 
vering from their confusion, the miscreants pressed forward 
that thej^jnight overpower him hj numhers, and hefore the 
friends whom the j now beheld hurrying to his aid could reach 
him. He stood firm and effected, presenting a dauntless 
front to their pusillanimous assaults — the noble bearing of the 
devoted victim appeared to strike their dastard souls with 
terror, and each seemed loth to encounter the fatal sweep of 
his resistless blade. If they possessed fire-arms they most un- 
accountably rdrained from their use — and swords brought tkeai 
into too immediate contact with a man of whose prowess it was 
clear they entertained the most formidable apprehensions. 
At length, however, one more venturous than his fellows dared 
the perilous risk. For a moment their weapons crossed — in 
Ae next the rebel lay a gory and a headless trunk — a second 
fared no better, the fateful steel having passed through his 
treacherous throat, — a third — a fburth — a fifth fell like hunters 
caught in their own toils, — a sixth — but it was evident the 
struggle could not be much longer protracted, although the 
gig's men were now almost within reach, and the keels of both 
cutters were grinding the strand, — ^whilst the launch had 
imcovered and pointed her carronade, full to the muzzle with 
grape and cannister. A sixth had fully occupied the attention 
of poor Inglis, fainting from severe and repeated wounds — ^his 
blows became less energetic — ^his guards more feebly rendered — 
and it was evident that nature was sinking under the unequal 
and terrible conflict — the death-dealing sword had drank the 
heart's blood of the sixth assassin, but at the same moment the 
weapon of a seventh pierced my hapless friend from behind — 
he staggered — struggled, and fell. The murderers raised a 
loud triumphant shout. — It was signally and fearfully answered, 
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for, as tbey stood grouped around their expiring yictim the 
match was applied — ^the carronade belched forth its iron shower, 
and an ample offering was made to appease the manes of my 
departing friend. Brief space sufficed to place me by his side 
-^'4ife was not wholly extinct, but what remained were the 
last faint flashes of iSature's expiring lamp. I threw myself 
by the bleeding and mangled form of him late so commanding 
' — so nnflinching — his now powerless hand was bathed with 
my burning, blistering tears — ^the rude but faithftil followers 
of many a hard and daring fight, pressed sadly, disconsolately 
around — ^the eye-lids of men, unwont to evince their emotions, 
twinkled strangely and portentously — long hard-drawn sighs 
escaped their breasts, whilst their hands wildly and convul- 
sively clutched the hilts of their gleaming cutlasses. The 
miscreants who had wrou^t this sorrow stayed not to reap 
its furtherreward — we were left in undisturbed possession of the 
field of death. I gazed in agony upon the face of my old — 
my true — ^my warm-hearted fHend — a deep groan burst from 
his breast — ^a slight shudder passed over his frame — ^his eyes, 
already glazing in death, turned their lack-lustre balls upon 
me — a smile of fond and faithful recognition imbued them with 
a transient brightness — ^the powerless hand imparted to mine 
its last feeble pressure — ^the lips muttered as if in speech — my 
hand was carried to his heart— his finger pointed upwards— a 
low moan — ^a convulsive shudder — and then the eyes drawn 
backwards in the head — ^the features collapsed — a gasp— and aU 
was ended. Some few moments had elapsed ere I awoke to 
this painfttl truth, for the dying hand which had borne mine 
against as brave and as noble a heart as ever beat in mortal 
breast, retained it there when the last frail strife was o'er. I 
knelt, reverentially, by the dead, dosing the eyes which had 
again assumed their parting expression, and seemed affection- 
ately turned upon me.-^My hand was gently extricated from 
the unconscious clasp. — Mj hat pulled hurriedly over my 
brow — and the choaking order given to bear the body to the 
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boat. — ^And thus, obscurely, perished as generous a spirit as 
ever trod a quarter-deck — as true a ^end as ever man owned 
— and as thorough a seaman as ever showed a pendants It 
would be idle to dilate cm this subject — ^it struck home to my 
very soul, and excited grief both loud and deep throughout our 
ships' companies. Captain Wilson, upon whom the command 
now devolved, gave orders that The Sbyenth of April should 
receive the remains of our beloved Commodore, with which she 
was instantly to proceed to Pemambuco.— -In consonance widi 
this order the body was forthwith removed from the Pikajaa^ 
on board of which ship poor Inglis's broad pendant was sot^ 
rowfully struck, being transferred to the barge that oonveyed 
the corpse, and subsequently hoisted half-mast hi^ when the 
body was deposited in the corvette — ^half-minute guns marking 
its progress from ship to ship. My own connection with the 
Pi RAJAH was now and for ever at an end. I therefore fbUowed 
the ashes of him who had attached me to her to their tempo- 
rary reating-plaee. — Darwell's greeting was most friendly-^ 
under different circumstances would have been enthusiastio-* 
he had respect for my sorrow — he felt what it was to recover 
an old and oft tried friend — ^to find that the estranging eares 
of a heartless world had not obliterated one fond — aae ardent 
youthflil recollection. — ^He felt thi» — ^and he Mt, too, that I 
had regained that friend but to lose him, and for ever. At 
P^mambuco the highest honours were paid to the memory of 
the deceased, who was borne to the earth with all the solemn 
pageantry of miHtaiy pomp. The last sad obsequies over, we 
weired anchor, shaping our comrse towards Bio de Janeiro, 
which we reached in safety. During the passage by the advice 
pf Darwell,^ it was arrai^d that my return should be kept 
strictly secret, and that I should remain quietly afloat untfl it 
should be ascertained what dbanoes the Chapter of Aceideots 
might have turned up in my favour. As we speedily kamt, die 
intelligence of poor In^'s luckless fate had preceded us^ an4 
rumour, ever proiK to exaggerate such details, had indnded 
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me in a like destiny. Such tidings had been cotiT6yed to the, 
distracted Isidora, who was lamenting, with ceaseless tears, my 
early doom. Ignado too, as I was informed, had some time 
since utterly retracted his promise, and was now peremptory in 
demanding her union with Juan. An immediate and extreme 
plan of action being thus imperatively called for, no time was 
lost in arranging its details-^why I call it an extreme plan was, 
because it necessarily involved the relinquishment of Isidora's 
fortune; however, such as it was, a variety of concurrent drcum- 
stanees tended to favour its successful execution. The report 
of my decease had thrown both Ignacio and Juan into the 
iosTperfect security, and the grief rf Isidora waa so profound 
that the restraint wherewith they had fettered her motions was 
90t only entirely withdrawn, but an opposite and extreme care* 
les«iess ensued. The Th ree Sisters, which we had left load« 
kig for London, had subsequently been chartered and performed 
a voyage of a coasting nature-she was now again in port, and 
fully laden for the British metrepolisf — ^her departure was to 
take place in a week, but previously to her sailing the marriage 
of Buntin and Carlotta was to be celebrated. All this proved 
most propitious. — I bid adieu to The Seventh of April^ and 
secured my old quarters in The Three Sisters to which I at 
once removed bag and baggage— Starling and Buntin were 
delighted to see me^— the latter eagerly lending himself to 
ftfrtber my arrangements. The first object was to apprize 
Isidora of my actual existence — ^the next, the necessity of 
knporing upon her the further performance of a tragic part, 
whose sad and agonizing reality she had so sorrowfully main- 
tained — the details of the scheme were fully and amply deve- 
lo|>edt atfd the concurrence of Carlotta^ whose temporary hap- 
piness, at least, was involved by the project, was frankly and 
generously volunteered. 

• The day preceding the sailing of The Three Sisters wit- 
nessed the espousals of Buntin and Carlotta, who were united 
by the forms of both Eoman and Protestfuit ceremonial. The 

2 z 
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bridal feast, with all its accompaniments, was at the expence 
and held in the mansion of Isidora, who had liberally furnished 
her faithful attendant with a superabundant wardrobe and sea 
stock. Juan, and his amiable sire, after some Witless oppo- 
sition, conceded this point, and, to enhance the value of their 
condescension in the eyes of Isidora, contributed their quota 
to the entertainment — doubtless they conceived they might 
well afford this display — and reckoned that the courtesy^ shown 
to the favourite domestic of their relation would weigh auspi- 
ciously for themselves in her gentle heart ; besides, too, when 
the morrow's sun should have set Carlotta, ever the disliked 
of both, would be removed eternally from their sight. 

That morrow was well nigh spent when our English husband 
presented himself to bear away his Braziiian bride. Isidora 
and Carlotta had passed the greater portion of the day toge- 
ther, and explicit orders had been given that she was on no 
account to be interrupted by any other of the family domesties^ 
She had also requested that neither her uncle nor cousin 
would, fbr that night at least, break in upon the grief she 
felt at sundering from her humble but not less trustworthy 
fHend. As neither Ignacio nor Juan were peci:^ei'ly sensitive 
upon such points, a prompt and positive complknce with her 
'* whims** was conveyed to her. The hour of separation had 
arrived — tears and sobs were audible. Two strapping sailors 
bore away the few remaining moveables. There was a olutdi- 
ing of palms, a succession of broken interjections. 

"Farewell, farewell, my beloved mistress — ^may Heaven 
watch over you and guard you.** 

" Adieu, adieu ! my own, my faithM — ^* 

The last words were inaudible — a ddor was heard hurriedly 
to close — the key grated harshly in the lock — a light step 
descended the staircase in much agitation : Buntin who was 
standing in the hall with Ignacio and Juan flew to meet it — 
the poor girl, her handkerchief at her eyes, her veil closely 
drawn about her face, as if to conceal her grief, passed her arm 
through his and tottered towards the door. 
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"ADioSy Garlotta,'' exclaimed Juan, waving his hand, ''may 
you be happy." 

** Accept this trifle," added the sire forcing a well filled 
purse into her hand. "It is a tribute to your long and 
faithful service. Come, come, Carlotta, cheer up — ^fear not» 
your mistress shall yet be happy." A fresh burst of grief was 
the sole reply, and rushing to the door, she hastily entered the 
carriage that stood reiady for her reception. Buntin quickly 
placed himself beside her — the mules drove rapidly off, and 
ere long the travellers were clearing the space that divided 
them from Ths Three Sisters. That good back had been 
some time under weigh standing off and on in expectation of 
her chief officer. My friend Darwell was with me for the 
purpose of tendering his adieus. The sun had for some time 
set, and the shades of night were gathering fast around. 
The dash of oars was heard and a boat indistinctly seen— 
she neared ua fast, the customary challenge was given and 
answered — ^the main-topsail was laid to the mast — <th^ boat 
ranged alongside — the whip (as the chair used for conveying 
ladies on board is called) was lowered, the companion of Buntin 
safely secured, she was raised aloft — she stood on deck, and 
in another moment was frantidy clasped in my arms I—* 
Reader ! — the maiden was my own^ my peerless Tsidora ! Being 
of equal height and figure, she had in the bridal vestments of 
Carlotta, safely past the unconscious scrutiny of jealous rela* 
tives, — ^her attached and generous attendant most magnani- 
mously assuming her place in order that the escape of her beloved 
mistress might be assured. The head of The Three Sisters 
was instantly directed seawards — every stitch of canvass was 
packed upon her, and the wind proving fiur, she went snoring 
along at a great rate. Darwell' s congratulations and adieus 
were uttered in the same breath, and when we took our leave 
it was with the renewed pledge of inviolable friendship. 

To pamt my feUcity were impossible, it must therefore be 
left to the imagination of the sympathetic reader. True it ex- 



364 THE THREE 8IBTER8, 

perienced some alloy in consequence of the painful position in 
which Buntin, hy the generous and unexampled self-denial of 
himself and his admirable wife, was placed. Still there was 
every reasonable hope that a few days would relieve both him 
and us from that difficulty, for it had been arranged that 
Carlotta should follow in a vessel which was to sail for Liver« 
pool in three days after us, and as a prescribed latitude and 
longitude had been given, we entertained but small apprehen- 
sions for anything which the fury of Ignacio, when the escape 
became known, could work against her. Accordingly on the 
tenth morning from our departure the Liverpool ship made her 
number, and in due time Carlotta was safely restored to the 
arms of her anxious and affectionate husband. This was a 
joyous event to all. Her narrative was concise and simple. 
Agitation upon her mistress' departure precluded the possi- 
bility of slumber, and the night seemed as though it would 
have no end. Having divested herself of Isidora's apparel 
and donned one of less pretension, she succeeded in letting 
herself into the garden. Being possessed of a key, she, with a 
gladsome heart, passed from the precincts of the treacherous 
Ignacio. In the house of a friend she was for two days securely 
sheltered, but no cry was raised respecting herself ; the decep- 
tion had been perfect, for Juan and his sire still believed that 
Carlotta had departed with The Three Sisters, the clamour 
therefore was respecting Isidora — what had become of her ?— r- 
No tidings however could be gained. On the third morning 
under an assumed name, the gallant Mrs. Buntin took her 
departure, and when the last shore boat was leaving the vessel, 
a letter that had been written by my Isidora was despatched 
to her uncle. Its communications were clear if not satisfactory. 
How they were received by the worthies to whom they were 
addressed I never learnt ; but I question not, however great 
their rage, it was softened by the contemplation of the princely 
fortune now irrevocably theirs. The minor details of the plot 
had been worked to perfection, for the large and ample outfit, 
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Apparently designed for Carlotta alone, embraced also every 
requisite for her beloved mistress. Besides this, my Isidora 
had resolved not to come a pennyless bride even to a de- 
TOted lover. She« therefore, profitted by the late conciliatory 
eode of her relations, setting seriously to work to rob her* 
self. This she did by a lavish purchase of jewels and other 
valuables, all of which to the amount of a few thousands, 
were secured in the baggage of Mrs. Buntin. Our passage 
to England was a safe and prosperous one, and the unrestricted 
intercourse enjoyed with my soul's idol rendered it perfectly 
delightful. It was attended, too, with a circumstance most 
gratifying in its results, not merely to myself, but to all the 
dear relations interested in my wel&re. Isidora» never a bigot, 
had entered deeply and ardently into the respective doctrines 
of Rome and England. Doubts of the infaUibiliiy of St. 
Peter's were awakened ; these doubts gradually became stronger 
and stronger, until at last the dear girl was all but a convert* 
It was precisely at this time we reached Plymouth, my family 
received me vrith the utmost joy, embracing my dear com- 
panion who was affectionately welcomed as my destined bride^ 
and Mrs. Buntin, her husband being under the necessity of 
proceeding with the ship to London, continued to follow the 
fprtunes of her former mistress. The day preceding that 
which crowned my earthly felicity, beheld my future partner 
renounce the dogn^as of the Bpmish faith, embracing Jimn her 
awn conviction^ the doctrines of the Episcopal Church of 
England. 

My tale is nearly at its dose. I have been many years 
an honoured ai^d happy husband and fi^ther — Captain Starling 
never again went to sea, but relinquished the coinn^and in 
favour of Buntin, who with his blooming Carlotta and a 
numerous progeny are prospering with the world. Darwell 
followed the fortunes of Don Pedro to Europe, and bore 
conspicuous part in the action off St. Vincent. He subse- 
quently returned to the British service in whiph h^ is now f| 
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Commander, but on hal^pay. He is still a bluff bachelor^ and 
being resident in our neighbourhood is our frequent and 
honoured guest. Five years, subsequi^t to our unioU) my 
wife's property suddenly and unexpectedly reverted to the 
rightful owner. Juan had been assassinated in a night 
brawl. — The old man, long in ill'^healh, could not bear up 
against this utter extinction of all his hopfts. — It at once 
threw him upon his death«bed, where, haunted l^ the thoughts 
of all the wrongs he had done his niece^ he set about performing 
a tardy justice---^ deed was duly executedi whereby not only 
her own, but all his property was devised her. This, and the 
intelligence of his decease, we received together, and it con* 
veyed an intimation that my presencti or thai; of an aecre* 
dited agenti would be^ requisite ; but, as Isidora could not 
accompany me, and as I was still too much of the lover 
even to dream of parting from her, Buntin, procee^ng to 
the Brazils was duly authorized to act in my behalf. His 
instructions ware to realize everything. For Isidora the 
Brazils no Icmger had a charm — ^En^and was her home. And| 
for me, I never recalled their eventful shores to memoiy without 
the image of my lost and murdered IngHs pres^ting itself* 
Buntin executed his task wisely and well, and I am now, thank 
Heaven, in possesnon of more real happiness than is generally 
permitted to frail humamty. 
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¥hat man is b<Mii to sorrow, and that Fortune is a slippery 
jade, are truisnis not the less poignant because trite and of 
daily enforcenient. Of the Latdy I would speak in an impli^ 
cative rather than a personal sense^ my acquaintance in the 
family b^g limited to long but intimate fellowship with her 
dder sister, whose multitudinous connexions are the most 
ramified, the most diversified, and the most dissatisfied 
imaginable. 

If, SINGLY, to beat the miseries of life with philosophical 
equanimity, be a virtue of '' rich and rare" example, how much 
more meritorious the illustrious self-denial of him who, sconi'*, 
iiig the fiery ordeal, buffets the stormy main of human wretch** 
ednesss in the difficult and complicated operation of duplex 
movement, letting at nought the restrictive dogmas of Mal^ 
thusian terrorism^ and in defiance of the long list of moral 
injuries consequent upon adoption of a course pregnant with 
those crying evils, a redundant population, recklessly persists, 
even although such lively dissuasives be backed by considera- 
tion of doctors' bill, nurse tenders, caudle cups, together with 
the long and expensive detail of puerperal indispensables, 
details sufficiently staggering in themselves almost to insure 
eonverts to this antipropagation creed. 

Happily, however, for the perpetuation of our terrestrial orb, 
an Owen has arisen with, healing on his wings to dispel the 
fantastic illusion, to display before a ravished world the genial 
beauties of an enlightened and confiding socialism, to extirpate 
vulgar prejudices, to smooth the ancient asperities of life's 
dull highway by a hamionums community of enjoyment, and 
by the opening of a free, easy, and promiscuous method of 
rational religion, moral culture, and virtuous illumination. 

3 A 
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In aid of toorship of sach apprwed excellence we find a batctf 
of modem Stagyrites, who by force of thumps and lumgti 
pretend to have established an infidlible system, demonstrating,* 
to their own satisfaction no doubt, that (tmativeness in con- 
juction with phUoprcgeniiivenesa are each so largely developed 
hi the general anmal eonfigovation of the human skull, as tor 
render every Malthosian speeidatkm vain, and to effect a cer«« 
tain shipwreck of mmd in the vast and iUiBiitable ocean of 

Ere I had hean( — «e«4aii^y, ere I had ever^ pondered the 
doctrines of the worthies above cited, I ^nd mys^f a denixeii' 
of the wild interior of that antipodean regioi^ iVJMui Squtmiter* 
alia, and that during its dawn of dvihzatioi^ when, perforce^ 
I was eemspeiled rigidly to sdbscribe to th» Midtliosian tenets. 
All memory of the fascinating descendants of her who taught 
the world to sui had become a ludhicinatiMaf^ a bliss to bv en-^ 
joyed but in dreams. Woman's hp and woman's smile had 
waned into the things that weie ; or if the<^ hen» of a feminine^ 
vesture did, once in mx. months^ flit beftyre n^ delighted eyes,- 
it was in loo&e adornment of some ^emieitiiaiy Venus — a chasttf 
vision — a sooioe of ongeHc reflection, to be raptuyously che< 
rished fbr the next hdf-year. Lack of oppertwuty entailed upon 
me that which opportunity has been charged' with eompasmg^ 
fbr others* It caused me to dwell in ibnd memorial oi the e»« 
gaging qualities of ev«y sjyren past or prottpective. Their melt* 
ing eyes, their eheity dieeksy their yktcKng fbniii», their etery 
captivation became more painfully promiiient ta my miiid^9 
eye, hermetically sealed against all thek little venial bibles. 
The sight of a petticoat made mer aU of a twitter — the rustle 
of a gown caused a palpitatM)tr of the heart. Ito &w{ my araa^ 
tonal bumps were forced into such anticipatory pAay, that to 
realize assurance of there* being still gifted lands blessed witb 
the presence of gentle spirits denied to the mauuisb worid^ 
wherein it was my hapless lot to vegetate — in order,, I say, ta 
enforce a vision of such ecstatic trtrth, I possessed me of pettvr 
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coaty bonnoty shawls and o^er tender featuret of the angel 
«ex, filling the aerial and gracefnl draperies with an embodj^ 
ment of my own» and arranging the cherished costome in a 
manner whieh greatly* redeemed the sa^tigery of my otherwise 
«mtamed bnt saerftd chamber, th^ «6nt6mpllLtion of whos^ 
gamitttre net^ filled t6 inspire my tivid imaglnatita iHtk 
tender longiAgSh-^ny panting sonl with ardent hop& 

Besoltiag that h« who could m^t misfortune ^ttgly might 
defy her with a congenial helpmate, I was not the man to sUp 
my oppoftnnity, and when it presented itself in the htm oi a 
«weet flower "df the West"— a fhink, merry, Warm-hearted 
gem of the Emerald Isle, I forthwith placed " my life Upon i 
4Sast, "and (God bless her I) hare nev^r had Stlbseqnent dtose to 
regret " the hazard of the die/* 

After a happy seqonni of s^ertd y^iri^ dnrii&g which her 
sunny smiles caused the wilderness oi^ Squait^aUa to seem 
blooming as the rose, we embarked on oiir MtM to Bnrope. 
Having reached the modem Babylon in safety, th^ dawn of 
the fd^owing snmmer saw ns eti tvuie t6 avail biirsdires of the 
genuine Milesian intitalion from tim« to tim6 repeit^s With 
otxr fbot in our hand we iratt^d dff to th^ Coilnty GatWciyj and 
in due time f(mnd ourselveis triumphantly inducted t6 the 06* 
cupancy of the best bed-room of the old family mansion->-ihii 
lions of the place-^^th^ MoAkepB that had be^n t^ see the World. 
It is not my purpose to show how the fatted cidf Was killed — ^hoW 
bonfires hhaed—^haw poteen flowed-^hdw i^ Muihfii pdnred 
in to bid "the young Misthres#* welcome to her ouli place 
and to otdd Ireland agin-^how the gossoons iltared aiid bid 
Odd save the good luckin' boy or* her oun Chusin^-^neithe^ 
do I mean to expatiate upon the ancient glories df Cdnnaught 
' — nor do I intend descanting upon the highknd gl(Ms and so« 
fitary lakes of romantic Ckmnemarai'^^the extensive loughf^ 
glittering bays and resplendent scenery of the silver Shannon 
—the wondrous catcs of Bally Butifiion-*the innumerable 
delights of endianting KiUamey, or nature's miracles in tbd 
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Gknt's Cansewi^. No, the sole and coneentimted object of 
wj radiamt pen musty at present, be confined to description of 
an Irish jannt to thebeantifii], the fertfle^ and the oft sung 

** Giofcs of Bkncy." 
The subject is infectiona^ and the reader may possibly opine 
thai a peroration of so much prolixity savours of the spot 
where our scene is laid. We entreat his patience ; cirramlocuo 
tion is an evil which we cordially detest, and therrfore let as 
dash at once to our story — 

"Kathleen, ma chree," said I, tapping my littie woman on 
her smiling cheek, ''Kathleen, what say you to a man-of-war'9 
cruise?" 

"Sure, Peter, jiwfl, we've had endam* enough in our time^ 
but what dy'e mane by a man-K>f-war^s cruise T' 

"Why, anywhere and back again, a lanni^ !*' 

" la id a «ea cniise ?" 

" Or a lai^d one either, darlint.*' 
Thei^ a land one by all manes, — ^where i^all it be P* 
What say you to Glanmire, Monkstown, or Blarney T' 
Blarney, Blarney, for although an Irishwoman I've never 
had a lick of the famous stone ; but Peter, dear, before we set 
out, hfuln't we better arrange for our passnge tQ BubliD, since 
you wiU go by sea." 

** Qch, Kathleen, sure it's yourself that's the cratur after all, 
socome alongachorraP , . 

Accordingly putting her bonnet upon her good-humoured 
head, imd linking her arm in mine, we sauntered through the 
streets of ** the beautiful city called Cork/' admiring the infinity 
of f<^n^ale loveliness that coAstant^y thrust itsi^f upon our oIk 
servi^tion« (n Cork, fair facea^ killiog eyes, and bewitching 
forms are everywhere rife. The lassea of Dublin — ^the syren? 
of LimericH-^the Kearneys of Killamey, all muat give way to 
the enslavers of the Lee. Other places may boast their belles-^ 
their single divinities — ^but he who desires to luxuriate in coa- 
templating a galaxy of feminine perfection and grace, ipust bi^ 
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him to tbe southern metropolis of the Green Isle. Ah, never 
shall I forget the great hig hole one of these transcendant 
houris hored in my ductile heart, when, some ten years since, 
the ship that hore me to Nova Squatteralia touched at their 
too delight^ port. The visit was a sore disturber to my peace 
of mind for many a long day thereafter. The world then was 
all before me. — I was on the way " to push my fortune." — 
And although love and inclination strongly counselled " yes" — 
yet prudence and an empty purse coldly whispered " no." — 
But I am again digressing. Threading the gay pavement of 
Patrick-street, we crossed the handsome stone bridge, and 
turning to the right, made the best of our way down the quay, 
until we found ourselves in front of an exceedingly striking 
building; the office of one of the steam-packet companies. 
Having entered, we put the needful inquiries regarding the 
Publin vessel. *' How, much is the passage money?" asked I. 
The youth to whom my question was propounded, surveyed us 
with doubtfhl eye and sinister 'glance. No reply being vouch-* 
safed, I repeated my query in* louder tone. The youngster 
gazed as if he hardly comprehended my meaning. 

''Is id how much the freight is ?" he at length drawled out« 
"No, it is how much the passage money is?" 
*' Ah, I persave. — You want to know how much the passage 
money to Dublin?" 
"Exactly," 

"Humph! Why, Sur, you see that intirely dipinds upon 
circumstances," 
"Indeed, Sh-r 

"Yis, indeed, Sur, becase, d'ye see, if the opposition stamer 
should be in we only charge ten shillings the same as her, but 
if she should not be in — " 

"Why, then, I presume, you charge twenty?" 
** O' my conscience, now, an' you've hit id to a Ta." 
** Well, Sir, thanking you and your conscience for the infor- 
mation, I shall take my seat with the opposition." 
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And) 80 sayings with a complaisant inelination» we bid adieu 
to the ifigmunu herald, r^dned the Grand Fftiade, that 
mighty repertory of Cork's vehicidar enginery. *' And^ now, 
Kathleen, now for Blarney-^" 

" BJamey, yer hanner/' said a carman catching at tlie word. 
*'Och, sure, thin, misilTs the boy that knows ivity tumin' ov* 
the road, an' 111 engage to drive you an' the young lady — long 
life to her^-there and back for five shillings/' 

*<WhewI hare till the robber," exdaimed a second cha*- 
rioteer who had smelt custom* " Its misilf that '11 whisk yer 
hanner there in less than no time for four shillings." 

''Luck here, yer hanner, three an' six an' an illigant car," 
shouted a third. 

" Three shillings," roared a fourth. 

" Half-4'Crown," bellowed a fifth, shouldering up to us with 
the strength of a Hercules — "Two shillings." How much 
lower the rival Jehu's might have descended in the earnest 
scale of competition, it would be hard to say. From verbal 
they proceeded to manual enforcements of ihmr respective ad- 
vantages, pulling me now this way, now that, and backing up 
their cars against the curbstone in long line of embattled array. 
In their anxiety to aeeommodate their far^ they proceeded to 
the extreme of gesticulation, cursing each other in good set 
terms, and terrifying my Connemara flower with the inipas* 
sioned outbursts of their Munster eloquence. Watching tny 
opportunity I handed my fair partner into the nearest vehicle, 
And jumping in myself desired its proprietor to drive off. The 
fellow closed the door, (placed like an omnibus, in the after 
part of the car,) but remained Aimbling there for some time, 
whilst the heads, hands, and arms of disappointed candidates 
were clamorously thrust inwards to woo us from our occupsoicy. 

'f Drive on, drive on," shouted !♦ 

" Ha, ha, ha !" chorussed the entire fVatcmity* 

" How far does yer hanner think that garren 'U be after car- 
ryin' ye« ?" 
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^'Whacky whack, wh^k/' went the whip of oiar Phaetoil 
f^ho had jumped ap and assumed the reins« 

A heayy strain like a ship when she tends to her anchor in 
a strong tideway was the sde result, whilst the Jarviea of the 
Grand Parade again indulged in a loud pillililloo I 

''Whack, whack, whack !" contiuued the ruler of our course, 
to whose urgent remanstranoea hi9 Bucephahis at length yielded 
attention, starting an end with so much of fab three legs atf 
were left him, and jerldng die cnoy machine like a hum-hoat 
In a sea-way* 

*^ Avas^ ayast !'^ said I^ '^ set us down this instant, how daref 
^ou have the audacity to attempt dririug us with such a hrute< 
Let me out this momcitt.'* 

''Is id 'Jack,* yer haimer Was after spakin* assure, thing 
a rare haste he ia^-*^l'll engage its not every day yer hannei^ 
meets wid a horse like * Jack,' '^-'-^md " whack, whack, whack'^ 
trent the whip to, miheeding soom oi my objurgations, whilst 
my poor tittle sposa became exoeediDgly frightened^ " Let me 
ou^ yon seoundrely'* roared I in rage, at the same time thmsl* 
ftig my head from the door window^ and atdetorouring to unda 
the latch. However, the mgenkus Emeralder had no notion 
fo part eonpaiDy so easily mod had made us as fiut as stiq>le^ 
fcasp, and a wooden p^ driveii through a^d secured with cord 
eould compass. Moreover, the move effisctually to pfetent our 
meditated flight he had jumped off the box, and l^ the aj^Ii-^ 
eation of whip, kicks, and a drag upon the oqivmI^s head-stally 
Was demg kds utmost to effect a» onward BKitioB, much to our 
di8eom£tave, but greatly to the dehght o^his lettow kbomrer^ 
land the general a mwoeniop i t of an admirii^ mob, who diecred 
his praiseworthy eiideii^Oars in aU tte yarioiis intonations ol 
choice Muuslev. 

" Wh-r^-up— whr-up-^^-whrup — ^up-^ack up !'* and obedient 
to the iinpuke the hapless prad forged ahead on bis three legs 
amid the shouts and jeers of the coips of charioteers. UnaUe 
•e extricate ourselves, and unable to make impression upon our 
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conductor who only answered us by expatiating upon the cpiA'' 
lities of his Rosinante, we gloomily resigned ourselves to destiny/ 
After a little, the poor beast made an effort with his fourth 
limb, and carried us for above a mile in a surprising manner* 
Paddy, however, seemed determined to astonish lis, for resu- 
ming his seat, and unsatisfied with the pace at which the 
Wretched animal was going — ''whack, whack, whack," went 
the unwearied whip,^ and " wh-r-up-^wh-r-up," sung out the 
merciless driver. There are bounds, however, to endurance 
either human or bestial — and the poor o'er-laboured jade flung 
out, indignant of such imworthy treatment; happily without 
injury either to us or his master. ** Ha ! would ye, Sur !" 
shouted Paddy, and " whack, whack, whack," again was the 
poor beast inhumanly belaboured. It wa» not in akiy horse to 
stand this, so upraising his heels with redoubled energy, he 
lashed out with such vigorous effect, that portions of the car 
were forthwith despatched upon aerial voyages of discovery. 
80 powerful had been the upward impulse, that in their descent 
one of " Jack's" legs was thrown over the shafts of the vehide, 
which swayed from side to side as if inclined to prostrate itself 
in atonements Now commenced a scene of backings fillings 
and box-hauling — Kathleen screaming — Paddy bawling — 
whilst I was trying with might and main to force the staple^ 
How we got out. Heaven only knows, but, through the mercy 
of God, we did so in safety, and shortly thereafter the animal,- 
torn and bleeding from its cruel struggles, fell. It would have 
rejoiced us to have seen it o^pire, but Paddy having cut the 
hempen connections of his antediluvian harness, '' Jack" was 
soon upon his legs again, and his imperturbable master turning 
to us with the utmost complacency^ remarked — 

" Thank God, yer banner, no harm done — so if yer hanner 
an' the young lady '11 jest be after walkin' an the laste taste in 
life, ' Jack* an' misilf 'U be after yer afore ye can look about 

yez!" 

"You surely don't imagine we mean to set foot in your dog- 
cart again?" 
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"Why nat, yet banner? That's nothing to what ' Jack* an' 
Biisilf can do." 

''I don't donbt it — but, although you little deserve it, here's 
a ahilling for you> and you and ' Jack' may make the best of 
your way to Cork again." 

''Odi, pillillooy an' wont yer banner git into the car agin? 
Sure the worst part ov the road's over." 

" So muth the bett^ for us. There, take your money, and 
mind how yim seek to impose upon strangers again." 

So saying I threw him a shilling, which he caught with a 
giin and a sci^ape* whilst we stepped forth to prosecute the re- 
maining two miles and a-half upon foot, trusting to the chance 
of picking up a car on our homeward passage. 

That portion of Cork and its suburbs which is placed on the 
left bank of the " silver Lee," is exceedin^y picturesque rising 
from the water's edge terrace over tarrace, in a manner whieh^ 
allowing for the difference between European and Tropic cities, 
forcibly recalled St. Salvador^ the ancient capital of Brazil, to 
our reooikctiom The spot at which 'Jack' had foundered, 
was sdme half mile beyond that where the aodivity of the 
Biam^ road had been surmounted. After a few onward steps, 
we halted upon a gentle rise whence we might survey the 
'vantage of the ground. The landscape that greeted us was 
one of extsaordinary g^»ndeur* At our feet the city *'lay 
smiling before us ;" tibe subdued hum of its thousands falling 
aooihingly ixpoa t&e ear, whilst the smoke of its turf fires as- 
^amtded in fleecy douds upon the azure vault. In long and 
glowing perspective the ridi freighted Lee stretched its shinii^ 
girdle to the sea* its gentle ripple scarce disturbing the glorious 
shadows reflected in its lx)som, its land-locked waters presenting 
the aq»ect of two magnificent lakes fringed with a succession 
of swelling hills, verdant coppice, and busy wharves — a land- 
scape, in our opinion, no jot inferior to the most favoured pic- 
ture that Killamey boasts* 

Turning our face Blameywards, the country, although ex- 

3 B 
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tremelj fertile, possesses no feature of striking interest. The 
far-famed castle, indeed, is beheld from some little distance, 
but its first glance conveys no strong impression, and until the 
'^ station" of " Lady JeSerf* is gained, the tourist is somewhat 
apt to doubt his time may be unprofitably spent. If, however, 
he does, for an instant, entertain such fears, Uie first glimpse 
of the beauteous precincts dispels the needless alarm. ' " The 
CrToves of Blarney" well deserve their '' charming" appellation; 
not the mere locale termed, par excellence^ the Groves, but the 
rich and flowery ineads which surround the once formidable 
castle of the McCarthys. Famed as the Green Isle is for its 
velvet sward of brilliant hue, the rich parks of this enchanting 
domain, surpass all that we have elsewhere seen. I lack Ian* 
guage to depicture the delight their emerald hue and soft luxu- 
riance imparted. The day, to be sure, was a heavenly one, the 
bright blue sky unruffled by a single cloud, the ferrid sun was 
shorn of its fierceness by the Uving awnmg of majestic trees 
"-eartyh, air,- sky, water, forest, mead, tower, tree, were blent 
in sweet and harmonious keeping— everything shone couleur 
de rose — so soft, so attractive, that we lingered half entranced; 
for never, before or since, upon any one spot of earth's surface 
did our eyes encounter fields of equal verdure or beauty as 
those that surround the Castle of Blarney ; the best proof of its 
fertility being the fact, that it depastures five hundred 'cows 
within a very limited area. The cows at the time of our visit 
were all of the Suffolk breed, and did not disgrace the noble 
pasturage wherein they revelled. The groves are chiefly ever- 
greens, somewhat stunted, but fantastically intertwisted, and so 
exceedingly umbrageous, that their^ "leafy screens" form a 
matted canopy wholly impervious to the sun*s rays ; for which 
reason, perhaps, as well as the convanience of & spot to boil th^ 
kittle, not overlooking the singularity of the knotted bay roots^ 
or the mystic vicinage of "The Witches' Stair," they form the 
chosen encampments of the numerous Pick Nickers who an« 
nually resort thither from Cork. 
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Having satisfied ourselves with this fairy region, we pro* 
eeeded in company of a couple of Scotch lasses under the 
custody of an ill-conditioned cub, seemingly some rough spun 
end of Pidsley manufacture, to inspect the ancient strong- 
hold. Its outworks have long disappeared, the only portion of 
the fortress now remaining, being the square tower or keep ; 
the everlasting feature of Irish castles^ Indeed, I do not wonder 
Sir Walter Scott should have felt disappointed ; for, verily, the 
architectural remains of Erin are infinitely less interesting and 
picturesque, and immeasurably inferior to those of the sister 
island, whether south or north of the Tweed. 

Attached to the southern wall of the keep, a suite of com* 
peratrvely modem ruins meets the eye. Passing through their 
** banquet halls deserted*' we emerge upon the foundations of 
the castle, where dungeons still deep and fearfully secure are to 
be seen ; their slimy and darksome walls distilling the rank and 
pestiferous dew of ages, their aspect striking chill to the heart> 
and conjuring up the ghost of many a thriving legend. These 
pits are yet defended by external gratings, the only internal 
aperture for light being about the size and form of a ship's 
scuttle or bull's eye. The entrance hall, or guard-room of the 
keep is occupied part as a dairy — ^part, (as was said) as a store 
£oT gunpowder ; a statement of which we profess more than 
doubt. A flight of one hundred and eighteen time-worn steps, 
but still in good repair, conducts to the summit of the for- 
tfdice, upon the highest pinnacle of whose south-western angle 
Hes a «mall, smooth, graven, bluish stone, which our guide 
pantively assured us was the veritable Blarney. I am well 
aware that other stones in the building less convenient and 
more hazardous of access dispute the marvellous attributes. 
Our Scotch ladies, however, appeared perfectly satisfied with 
the virtue of the one before them, which they sucked in reve- 
rential delight. I could not but follow so hving an example, 
and hugged it with fervent adoration. To tell the truth mo- 
desty has been my rock ahead through life ; and could the 
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slipperj pebble have imbaed me with a portion of Hibernian 
eaae, I fear me I shonld have been tempted to rob Blarney of 
its charm. 

The prospect firom the platform, albeit so tlef78ted» is by no 

means extensive; and the level nature of the drcomjaoent 

country precludes the pioiuresque or the romantici pleasing 

and pastoral, being the highest encomiums which can justly be 

awarded to the scene. The valleyy it is true, is rich and fertile 

and the pretty villi^ lies sweetly embowered amid shady 

woods, whilst a miniatitfe lake affords a g^mpse of its sprntive 

waters. On the eastern face of the keep the visitor is a^ 

traeted by ''the breadi in her battlement" made by Otiver 

Cromwell. This breach was caused by a sii^le ahot which 

took eiEect ne«r the top of the keep, partially dislodgii^ and 

splitting a long stone, which, howevw, has been connected by 

iron bands, and is still upheld by stays of the same matmd. 

Unlike the feudal tower of imperious Eari Desmond, the BaoK 

quet Hall of Blarney is one or two stories down, whilst that at 

Boss Castle is pointed out in the roofless chamber at the sum* 

mit of the buildings where the unweaiied foe of good Que^ 

Bess in the palmy days of his pride and pomp was wont 

to hold hi^ festival. And truly lovely is the imposing nte 

of the once powerful chieftain's favoured resort, for Boss, 

unlike Blarney, commands oae of the most superb and varied 

prospects, abounding in all the duurms that forest, flood, and 

mountain in the most harmonious arrangement, never fail to 

inspire. The walls of either are now, however, nerveless, and 

although, mantled with a girdling sward of assuring ivy, they 

seem to resemble giants renewing their youth — yet it is but 

the vigour of decay-— the clasp of the parasite who ruins as he 

clings, siqpping whilst it seems to shield the still solid walls o^ 

the once formidable structure. 

The days of chivalry, thank Heaven, are fled for ever, and 
however glorious the halo which distance flings around the 
martial pageantry of the lists — however much the delighted en* 
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thusiast may admire the pompous chronicles of knightly feats 
— ^however mudi the antiquarian may pore in ecstatic puzzle of 
nondescript hows or hlades; or however rapt the romancer may 
hecome as he links the chain of lofty associations, which the 
contemplation of ancient strongholds, decayed power, and the 
days of the times that are gone, invariahly, yet naturally inspire, 
still we ought not to forget that the heroism of our feudal an- 
cestry was almost always characterised hy unnecessary ferocity, 
not un£requently tarnished hy deeds of ruthless yiolence, ter- 
ndnatmg in measuies of whoM wmUm cruelty the renuuns of 
their dungeon deeps even yet bear fearful but faithful record. 
Requieaeant in pace ! Times are happily changed, and although 
frowning battlements, and mailed retainers are somewhat rare^ 
castles nevertheless are more numerous than ever, seeing that 
the habitation of every Briton is his castle of unapproachable 
safety. 

We quitted Blarney, after a prolonged stay, rambling amid 
its floral meads, and enjoying its shady and fragrant bowers. 
No car was to be had in the village, and there was no traffic to 
afford us hope of a stray one on the return. We had, there- 
fore, no alternative but to put the best foot foremost ; we ac- 
cordingly plodded our warm and weary way, mastering the 
four miles between us and Cork in a couple of hours. As we 
lounged up the Grand Parade, our ears were saluted with the 
hail, " Car to Blarney, yer hanner ?" Instinctively turning, 
we beheld our quondam charioteer, who, with tongue in 's 
cheek, and the droll leer for which his countrymen are so 
famed, repeated with a wink and a grin — 

" Car to Blarney f yer hanner V* 
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We had run in safety thrpugb the ice, snow, hail, sleet, rain, 
and all the agreeahlea of the South Pacific — had rounded the 
redoubtable Cape Horn (for the second time in my life) — ^had 
passed inside, that is, between the Brazilian coast and the 
island of Trinidad, and the Martin Yaas rock, and were bowling 
along six knots, with stun'-sails low and alofl^ every flying kite 
that would draw a pound, beautifully swelling to the delicate 
breeze; and, oh, delicious contrast, to the turbulence and watery 
state of a few by-gone weeks, the polished decks were unmois- 
tened by a solitary spray, everything was set up taut and 
taunt, all hands fore and afl were as merry as grigs, the star- 
board-watch making spunyam, whilst the larboard were «ptn- 
ning yarns under the lee of the fore-saO, the ladies dancing 
and skylarking underneath the awning on the main-deck, and 
before the cabin doors, the doctor and skipper leaning over the 
poop-barricade, the former occasionally dipping into the last 
number of the Lancet^ the other assiduously occupied in sur* 
rounding himself with a cloud from an aromatic real Manilla. 
The first officer was on the weather hencoops, deep, deep in the 
** Mysteries of Cooper's Water Witch;** the second equally 
deep in the arms of Morpheus, the steward and his mate busily 
scrubbing and purifying the cuddy, the carpenter hard at 
work, caulking and paying the black cutter's bottom, the 
•' merry*' bark was edging gradually away towards the South 
American shores, and our course and actions were all indicative 
of touching at St. Salvador, or Bahia, as it is more generally 
termed. It was past meridian, and our observations had 
placed us inlat. 14 deg. 17 min. south longitude, 37 deg. 12 

3 c 



<« 



'J 



*> nV£ DATs AT 



iiiia« we^ of Greenvicii ; conscqanitlT oar poft lar at 
djj's sail «Mkr oor lee. Tk d^qipcr kaii let mAan^ slip, 
fiv althoo^ as fine a fidlov as Cfvr broke Ineait, lie ms not 
over CAMumiuieatiTev and ovr altenor dcstmatioa vaa itill ase- 
cieC, but a secret peiftcdr known to all vliellicr in die codd^ 
or the pX^. The male portion of oor Xomk^s Ark noe dis- 
persed in knots, some annisii^ thems^Tcs in fanning coigee- 
torcs of the land we all longed to see, othen watHifng die 
whirring d[ the fl jing-fish, who, distnrhed bj thdr enemies, 
the Bonetta, AUnoore^ or Dolphio, or probabljhT the "mardi'' 
id the barky herself erer and anon skimmed the sorfiwe of die 
dark blue ocean. Time stole on» and tix MZf conTcyed to ns 
aD that erer welcome annnnciation, " Dinner." Ejes sparkled^ 
eoontenanoes brightened, knives and forks Reamed, the matton 
was deliciooslj boiled, the fine fiit goose done to a torn. The 
fre$erv€d salmon seemed "better as fredtP the ladies had 
taken wine with the gentlemen, the gendemen had swallowed 
g^ses of the generous liquor with each other, whether out of 
courtesy, or an innate relish of the article, it might be difficult 
to decide, be that as it may, all were in the best possible hu- 
mour ; the cloth was remored, the green glass and dear crystal 
occupied their stations, and the dessert of dried sweetmeats 
garnished the board. 

" Steward,'' cried the skipper, " Champagne." 

The sparkling bererage was placed before him, and the 
taper glasses passed around, after assisting the dear creatures 
on his right and left. "Well ladies," said he, "what say you 
to a peep at the Brazils ?" 

He was answered by an almost general shout, and the simul- 
taneous gabble of fourteen Toices, pitched in as many different 
keys, each striving for mastery, and thereby creating a Babel- 
like confusion, which^ however, was as speedily stilled after a 
loud explosion of good-humoured merriment. 

The night wore on, and each betook them to repose, some 
impatiently longing for the morrow's dawn; it, however, broke 
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at last, and with all the glorious effulgence peculiar to the 
tropics. Many an anxious eye and earnest telescope was 
pointed over the larboard bow. Day had scarce become perfect, 
when ^'Land ho/' was the stirring shout. Ay, there it lay 
some five-and-twenty or thirty miles off, low, sandy, and barren, 
yet still the object of much and anxious speculation. The 
breeze was moderate but steady, the sea disturbed but by a 
partial ripple, and its deep azure gradually paled as we drew 
more in shore. Crafbs of various rig, their heads all landward 
turned, surrounded us on every side — ^here waved the Meteor 
flag of England — ^there the "brothers of Englishmen, the 
Danes," gave their banner to the winds — ^here glanced the 
colours of Holland, and there the verdant pavilion of Brazil 
fluttered aloft ; presently we were in the midst of a fleet, of 
what at first appeared to be but canvass, but which we shortly 
made out to be catamarans, almost level with the water, which 
washed them unceasingly. These unwholesome-looking vessels 
bore each four or five slaves, all seemingly engaged in fishing ; 
they appeared to be three bottoms planked or decked together, 
at all events they had three distinct prows, rigged a long taunt 
mast, and carried a light but whacking lug, under which they 
stood up as stiff as a board. 

We now gradually shoaled our water, and rapidly opened the 
Bay of All Saints, formed by the island of Taporica, and the 
main-land of Brazil. On this island there is said to be a large 
state prison, in which we were afterwards told a luckless Irish- 
man was confined, for killing his man in an affair of honour. 

Forts, churches, convents, and shipping now enlivened and 
ornamented the scene, which glowed with luxuriant verdure 
and beauty, particularly to us the wanderers of an icy sea. 
Still to any one the picture must have been delightful, orange 
groves^ mangoes, cocoas, bananas, limes, loquats, guavas, and 
all the other tropical trees, emitting a delicious and blended 
perfume, whilst they tinged the imagination with an Arabian 
Night-like colouring, which the incessant chiming of the con- 
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▼ent bells tnaierially contributed to heighten. Opposite the 
lower fort, floated the star-spangled banner from the mizen peak 
of the United States two^and-twenty gan corvette, Ontahio, a 
ship by no means a model of naval architecture. As we run 
further in, a perfect forest of masts met our gaze; not beinga 
trader, but merely calling for refreshments, we were ordered 
to bring up below the town fbrt, and between the dock- yard 
and guard-ship ; this latter was bdeed a lovely crafty a piece 
of perfect symmetry, both in hull and spars, and in proper 
hands would be a regular dipper. We were somewhat amused 
at the style of her hail, so different from the etiquette of our 
service. She sent a boat on board, ihit really the officer looked 
more like a prisoner than the commander of the non-descript 
fellows of marines ; he was, however, extremely polite, and 
transacted his business with the least possible trouble. This 
ship was named the Seventh of AprtLi in commemoration of 
some Brazilian naval triumph, and to the credit of the country 
was built at Bio de Janeiro. She mounted 22 guns, and had 
a very good brass band, which regaled us morning andev^oing 
with some choice music; dosealongsideof herlay the dismantled 
44 gun frigate Bah i an a, built in the port, another rery good 
specimen of their shipwrights' art. This ship had been com- 
manded by an old friend and schoolfellow, whom I had great 
hopes of seeing here, and for whom I made immediate in- 
quiries. Had he lived he would soon have been admiral, but 
a few weeks prior to our arrival he had been sent in the Pxra- 
JAH frigate, to assist in quelling the revolt at Para. Invited 
and promised a safe conduct by the rebels, he landed with a 
boat's crew, attended a conference, but on his return to his ship 
was treacherously assailed by overwhelming numbers ; he de- 
fended himself manfully, having fallen covered with wounds, 
but not ere he had made six of his assassins bite the dust. 
Much esteemed by the Brazilians, his loss was deeply and 
generally deplored ; in fact, he was their best officer, a man of 
long-tried fidelity, much judgment, and undaunted courage. 
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Most of our passengers went ashore as soon as the andhor 
was gone ; but as the day was hx adTanced, and tbe sky over* 
castj I contented myself with a simple inspection of the navy* 
yard — here the usual accompaniments of such places presented 
themselves to Tiew» but in very limited quaodties ; these con- 
sisted of anchors, chains^ cannons, mortars, shot, shells, spars, 
boats, and a very sttiall supply of ship timber. A rery hand- 
somely draughted schooner, of about 1 70 tons was on the stoc^ 
her keel being lettered Ecvna Pieajah; she was dosdiy 
timbered and well planked ; but what struck me forcibly waSi 
that she should be built in the open air in so hot a climate^ 
and not under a shed, as is the case in our English yards. Our 
esEcellent skipper made his appearance in the midst of my sur- 
vey, followed by a couple of slaves, bearing a lot of Aruit and 
vegetables. The most remarkable of the former articles is a 
fine large orange, which, from its similitude to that part of the 
human body, is called the navel orange ; it has a pleasant sweet 
flavour, is entirdy free from pips, the cause of whidi afforded 
some of our philosophers a theme for discussion, and for the 
reader's baiefit, I am happy it is in my power to communicate 
the result of their labours, which was simply this — ^that it is a 
graft on the sweet lime, consequently a mule, and therefore in- 
capable of propagatitm. ^ Recollect this was their ccmclusion, 
not mine, I not being skilled in such matters. We here learned 
the melancholy fate of some friends who were washed away 
with the poop of the ship, in which they had sailed from 
Sydney some four weeks before us — ^hurried in one moment to 
their last dread account. 

Having come round the globe we were a day in advance ; 
our Saturday being their Friday,* we in consequence, regulated 
our time, an afiair not attended to in my previous voyage, 
until we had anchored in the Downs ; but then we had made 
the passage without touching at any intermediate port. 

A party having been arranged over night to visit the dty, 
we were, next morning, not a little damped to find the clouds 
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dropping TiqM>ur. in copious streams. B7 ten o^dock, the 
weather looking somewhat less threatening, we determined to 
run chance as onr stay was to be limited; accordingly, the 
iadie9 having dressed themselyes appropriately, and one of the 
ladies' ladieg, who, by-the-bye^ was a retomed sample of the 
worthy Mr. John Marshall's cdlection, sent out by him and 
the Em%ration Committee, to improye the morals of us Aus- 
tralasiatiea^ or to catch one of those stray husbands who are 
said to be so numerous, diat they surround the Cy thereon barks 
in shoals, breathing their ardent proposals through the delicate 
tubes of speaking trumpets. 

This lady, then, rejoiced in all the frippery of silks, satins, 
and ganses, and having a neat foot, and tidy ankle, she sported 
a highly-pinked silk stockings with low-quartered diicken 
leather shoes, all of which presented a doleful aspect ere the 
day was done. 

We debarked at the dock-yard, which I have already at- 
tempted to describe. Shortly after issuing from its gates, 
we found ourselves in a long^ narrow, dingy street, paved with 
pebbles of the roughest description, a broad gutter running 
through its centre, into which the rain, projected from the 
roofs on either side by long earthen spouts, is precipitated, ser- 
ving the double purpose of drenching the unwary, and purify- 
ing these abominable purlieus of at least some portion of their 
hourly increasing filth. Our first place of call was at the ship's 
agent, hoping, as in Madeira, to procure a guide who could 
speak English, and at the same time point out whatever was 
worthy of note; this, however, was a luxury unknown to Bahia, 
so we were e'en forced to perambulate the town hi^hazard. 
The first place stumbled upon was the Post-office, externally 
a fine spacious building, approached by a flight of bastard mar- 
ble steps; upon entering^ one finds himself in a hall of good 
proportions, but with nothing to arrest attention. Under the 
same roof, and immediately adjoining, are the Commercial and 
Exchange Bx>oms. In the Esplanade in front, a market for 



ST. SALVADOR. 391 

fruit, vegetables, poultry, fish, together with an infinity of do- 
mestic articles, is held. The supply is ample^ the quality of 
the commodity good, and the price moderate. 

The rain again began to descend in torrents, but armed with 
umbrellas, our progress was not to be interrupted, and onwards 
we went, heedless of the powerful baths the roofs everywhere 
afforded ; these we could in a measure defend ourselves from ; 
not so against the rivulets which bubbled under our feet, which 
were shortly in a delightfully dilueiit state, the shoe rising and 
falling at every step, with a noise like the sucker of a pump. 

We speedily quitted the lower town, ascending by a ste^ 
precipitous street to the upper, stared at by the inhabitants^ 
the respectable portion of whose females never walk, and soli- 
cited by slaves to hire their sedan chairs, a mode of convey- 
ance our ladies objected to, although I should think it very 
comfortable. These sedans are in some cases extremely hand- 
some, and differ from those in use in England ; the back and 
roof only are formed of solid materials, the sides and front 
havmg curtains of various coloured cloths, richly embroidered 
with gold or silver, according to the owner^s taste. The maa^ 
ner of bearing likewise differs ; a beam runs diagonally across 
the roof, having braces leading to the bottom, which steady 
the whole ; one slave supports the end of this beam upon his 
right, the other the opposite, on his left shoulder, and off they 
set at a good round pace ; this is the common conveyance, 
horses there are few, and mules I saw none. Almost every 
load is borne by slaves, who are congregated in numbers ade- 
quate to its extent, either dragging the object to be removed 
in waggons suited for the purpose, or carr3ring it suspended to 
the centre of a long pole, which they support at the extremities. 
They appear to be well fed, comfortable, and happy, and when 
at w(»*k traverse the streets at a regular swing, singing a song^ 
or more properly speaking, articulating a howl, somewhat ap- 
proaching to that of the London " old clothes.** 

After gaining the upper town, inclemency of weather forced 
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US to take shelter in the Hotel de PUniven, a very comfortable 
hous^ the landlord of which, fortunately, spoke a little French ; 
here we partiaUy refitted, and entirely re-victualled> disposing 
of an excellent dinner and some good wine. We had fish, 
flesh, fowl, dessert, and a oouple of hottles of (;jLaret, at the 
cost of one dollar each person. With respect to their hutchers' 
meat, mutton is scarce. The beef would be good if properly 
slaughtered, hut it is insufficiently bled, and after being cut in 
two, the sides are thrown across jackasses, thus mauled and 
mangled it is brought to market, where it more resembles car^^ 
rion than human food ; we saw neither veal, lamb, nor poik, 
but such jMgs as we took to sea with us were of extremely bad 
quality ; the poultry on the other hand proved excellent. 

Being oonsideraUy refreshed, and the rain having somewhat 
abated, we oooe more sallied forth to view the various churches 
which abound in every street* Generally they are inferior to 
what I had previously seen at Madeira, there being an absence 
of solid materials, whilst gewgaw and trashy frippery were 
made to suj^ly the place of more chaste and costly (ornaments* 
la every corner the poor-box was to be found, but to do them 
justice they were by no means importunate, leaving an alms to 
our own free wilL In one edifice. La Piedade, our chari^ ob* 
tailed us the right of a wax figure of the Saviour as large aa 
lifi^ and executed wifii surpassing skiU ; it represented him at 
the period of the agony and bloody sweat, and so faithfully had 
the artist given the impress of human suffering to the counts* 
nance and attitude, that it failed not to excite our party with 
iteUngs of compassion ted sorrow. A boy who attended us 
wsed the robe and kissed the feet i but I observed the young 
rogue smile whilst he thrust his tongue in hk cheek. The 
image is placed in a smaQ apartment detached from the church, 
and shown, in all probability, to the charitable only. 

We next passed a stately building, around which various 
sentries were posted; so equivocal was its character, we 
could not ascertain to what purpose it was applied, the general 
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teoajecture being that it was a prison ; however we were quickly 
undeceived, and apprised it was the town palace of His 
Excellency the Governor $ from the promenade in front there 
is a noble and commanding prospect of the bay and shipping. 

In this immediate vicinity the open doors of a very extensive 
church, then under repair, invited our entrance ; having placed 
an alms in the ever open box, several ecclesiastics approached 
with profound obeisances, pronouncing to each other " In-- 
gles^J' They conducted us to every, part of the structure — 
seemingly the Cathedral — ^which was worthy note, and a fine 
majestic fane it is j amongst other of its glories, we were per- 
mitted to inspect .the holy of holies, or most blessed shrine 
blazing with gold> silver, and jewels, and tastefully hung vrith 
the richest draperies of silk and satin. Large massive chased 
silver candlesticks, filled the various niches, in all of which the 
Madona, an infant Jesus> or patron Saint was seen, their fin* 
gers covered with rings, and other jewels, the gift of the faith- 
ful. Superb silver candelabra depended from the elaborately 
wrought and gilded ceiling, whilst the ever burning lamps 
shed a soft light upon the grand altar. 

We could not but admire the adroit pleasantry of one of the 
priests who, when he had shown us whatever he esteemed 
deserving notice, quietly conducted us to another charity box, at 
which he pointed with a facetious smile ; nor shall I easily 
forget his pleased laugh when we contributed our quota to it9 
stores. With mutual bows and expressive pantomimic saluta* 
tions, we took leave, wending our way towards a Francis- 
can monastery, along whose corridors we were left to wander 
alike unnoticed and unobstructed, and ultimately suffered to 
depart without viewing any part of its internal economy. A 
forcible contrast to the courteous suavity of the brethren of the 
order at Madeira, whose politeness to strangers has ever been 
noted, and whose domestic arrangements are cheerfully sub« 
mitted to the eye of curiosity. 

Evening drawing on, thoroughly drenched, and not a little 
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fatig^ued, we commenced tho descent towards the wharf; thisi 
was a service of no inconsiderahle difficulty, our feet and shoes 
ererj moment threatening to part company, whilst the polished 
stones, now as slippery as glass, seemed disposed to trip the 
heels of our gentiUty. In self defence we were forced to eling^ 
together for mutual support, reaching the landing place at 
length in safety, and pushii^ off in a shore hoat manned hy a 
eonple of slaves. Once more on heard the good ship John, 
we were soon refitted — a stiff glass of grog and a merry yam 
setting us all to rights, and a refreshing sleep fitting us to pro- 
secute another day's ramhles, which we were hent upon under* 
taking at an early hour of the following morning. 

Eight o'clock found us again, in front of the dock-yard 
ehurdi, in which service was then performing ; we ascended 
hy a fine flight of steps, formed of the previdliBg material, 
bastard marble ; there is nothing in the external a^)ect of tMs 
building to arrest attention, unless it he a couple of small cup- 
bola towers in front; thecluef parts, whereof^ are&shioned 
in white marble, together with some columns of the same, sup- 
porting a sort of portico. Any effect which these might other- 
wise produce, is totally marred by their inherent filth and 
ruinous air of desolation ; nor is the interior much better, the 
painted ceiHng is stiff and formal, the pictures beneath notice^ 
nor is there anything betokening the sumptuous grandeur of 
the Koman Catholic worship, which one had sudi^ good reason 
to expect in a city so opulent — ^gold and silver being sadly 
deficient, whilst gaudy and superabundant, but soiled and 
shabby draperies, of party coloured silk and satin poorly wip* 
plied the place of more costly embellishments. The congre- 
gation was a truly motley assemblage, composed of black, 
brown, whity-brown, and white ; the ladies of eawy viriue^ who 
are here remarkably devout, being conspicuous over all by a 
ipetvliBX profemonal head-gear, fashioned of bkek velvet and 
white muslin. None of the higher caste of Brazilian fur 
were present, but hosts of female slaves, whose extravagant 
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fiaery was truly ludicrous, their ill-shaped naked ebony eased 
in white satin slippers, their necks, annii, and ears loaded with 
gold and jewels ; this for some time we could not understand, 
striving, against the evidence of our eyesight; to believe the 
irinkets counterleits ; however, we were subsequently informed 
that it is a practice with the wealthy to beduen their favourite 
slaves in this way, when the ornaments are not otherwise re>> 
quired. 

Our aim being to reaeh a peculiarly handsome looking 
chuich near the top of the bay, our course lay westward; 
Accordingly, we threaded the abominable streets of the lower 
town, redolent wkh anything but the spicy gales of Araby. 
Another place of w<Nrship widi open doors invited entrance ; 
the portals more resembled those of a prison than the house of 
Ood. Intemaily, if masses of red and wfaUe satin drapery^ 
iiinged with tinsel gold kce, not inek^antiy disposed, can he 
termed gorgeous, then did this place more than ftpiim in 
gaudy spl^idour. It boasted also a full sised wax figure^ n&> 
presenting our Saviour drooping underneath the cross which 
he is bearing, the crown of th(»iis upon his brow, and the 
hlood trickling down upon his faee and hands. Though vastly 
inferior to the image in La Hedade, still it is worth seeing. 
Sendee here seemed going on without intermission, crowds 
«ontinnaily entering and leaving, the attention of the godly 
being ever and anon attracted by a miUtary band stationed at 
the door. We had an illustration at this shrine of the praeticai 
ener^ of Roman Catholic prayers, the ]»iests waflting them to 
Heaven, in repeated discharges of rockets, which were placed 
outside leady for ignition on a given signal. Some persons 
may consider this a joke, but it was enforced upon me as a po^ 
sitive fact ; indeed day and night the discharge of rockets is in- 
cessant. 

Some hundred yards further west, our risible propensities 
were excited by a tremendous noise issuing from another reli- 
gious establishment, we just glanced in, and perceived three or 
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four black feDows bdlownig forth Mass, which I presume thef 
had the impndenee to term chamiting. Their howhng had 
seated all visitorB, sothej had all the Ibn to themadves. 

Nearly opposite, ahandaomeilight of stepseondnctedtothe 
diapel of a small monastery, where an andBenoe of mate re- 
spectable appearance than we had hitherto seen, awaited the 
commencement of service ; here we had an op port un ity of re- 
marking the characteristic and truly graceful manner in whidk 
the Brazilian ladies dress their beautifuDy htzuriant tresses, 
irom whence black lace reSla of the richest texture depend. 

The floor of this chapel is composed of black and white 
marble, arranged in variously devised compartments, the cdling 
is rich, and painted with considerable skill, but yet with so 
great a d^iree of stiffness as to destroy effect ; the lower part 
of the walls is tastefnUy decorated with porcelain, disposed in 
pannel work emblematical of various scripttad devices ; the 
upper part is adorned, or rather disgraced, by a collection of 
villainoos daubs^ which would be rejected as unworthy the 
penny shows of Barf lemy fair. One subject is St John bap- 
tising Jesus in the Jordan, the carved and gOded work is nei- 
ther inappropriate nor inelegant, and, upon the whole, an air 
of chaste grandeur pervades this temple, causing it to suipass 
all, save the Cathedral, we had as yet visited. 

In our progress westward, a heavy squall of rain forced us 
to look out for temporaiy shelter; perceiring the open door of 
a general dealer, we made indications of a wish to enter, which 
he acceded to with much courtesy ; hearing us conrerse, he, to 
our great joy, exclaimed — 

" You are not Engleese V* meaning, are you not English, to 
which after replying in the affirmative, he added — 

"I can a lettel Engleese speak." 

"Indeed," said we, "have you ever been in England?" 

"No, ne-vare!" 
Have you ever been in Europe V 

Oh, yes — ^me," with supreme contempt, " I am Portugais, 
me no Brazilian — No ! me am from Lisboa — Lisbon you know." 
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We entered into animated conyersation with our new friend, 
who spoke onr language more fluently, as he warmed in it. 
We were particularly amused at the correctness he displayed 
and the voluhility with which he gave vent to the most approved 
execrations of our nation. We questioned him respecting a 
recent outbreak of the blacks. 

** Oh, yes ;" said he, " de dam black villain, dem want to 
make — ^what you call — Santa Domingo of de Brazil — but by 
<5 — dem never no do dat !" 

"Ton think they are quiet then?" 

** Oh, yes ;" for one leetel ; by-and-by, de^ wfll make one 
tiy more — but, bah, we shall cut, shoot — ^hang de ugly black 
tief!" 

** You had, no doubt, plenty of that work lately P* 

*• Oh, by G — , yes ; dey shop all shut, dey— what you call 
him — ^fello on de horse V* 

" Cavaliy r* 

** Yes, de Gavalri, him galope up de street and down de 
street, and him sabre away, and de infantarie him pop, pop, 
make you laugh for to see him ; soon make de black son of 
b — quiet." 

<* It must have stopped all business ?*' 

"God, yes ; T settle one of de rascailles meself !" 

"Ay, how?" 

" You see, him come into my shop, and him say you nkust 
gib me tree potack (rather more than three shillings) and I 
say for what I gib you tree potack ? and him say, if you no gib 
me tree potack, me kill you." " Oh, de devil you will, to h — 
with you, you b — ^y black villain ; so you see I pulled out my 
steelete and drove him through his heart." 

And as he spoke, suiting the word to the action, he with- 
drew a long sharp pointed dagger from amongst several bars 
of soap, holding it up triumphantly to our view, and laughing 
heartily at the recollection of the bloody deed. 

" But were you not brought up for such an act by the civil 
authorities V* 
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" For what ? I oo kill him, he kill me. Oh, no, dat noting, 
no great matter ! more dan two hundred shot and ha^g." 

The rain haying ceased, we quitted this man's abode, shocked 
at his callousness, and pondering all the woes of slsTery, which 
is stiU a traffic here, many ressels bong fitted out on the slj, 
who do not scruple at piracy when otherwise nnei^aged, nor 
is this the only cruelty the Braalians practise ; forj when such 
slaves as haye by long habit become used to their eustoans^ 
and, consequently, nearly forgotten those of tibeir native land— 
I say, when such slaves have earned a sufficiency to purchase 
thdr freedom, they are not permitted to remain in the country 
unless bom there, but forced to embazk lor Africa, and I have 
been credibly informed that a French trader, well-known at 
Bahia, has ccmveyed his hapless passengers to the Havanna, and 
there disposed of them by resale. 

Still keeping a westerly course, we now debouehed from the 
villanous alleys we had so long and so painfully threaded, open- 
ing all at once upon an esplanade or sea-wi^ on which the 
glorious sun was resplendently beamiiE^ and i^^at which 
the transparent ocean was gently but inoessandy breaking* 
Here, delightfully situated, is a barrack, capable of c(Mitaining 
about 300 horse, but such horse — oh ye Grods ! Bead^ I Pic- 
ture to thyself a Jbody of our lightest dragoons mounted upon 
a number of Shetland ponies — ^what would be thy thoughts? 
Verily, I opine the recollection of FalstafiTs corps would flit 
through thy brain as it then did through mine, not that the 
animals are quite so small as the Shetlanders ; yet even no, 
their riders bear a still greater degree of difference with respect 
to our troopers~*-in good sooth, I have little doubt a tro(^ oS 
Life Guards would hold it mere sport to ride down a thousand 
of these gentry ; in fact all the soldiery had a mean appear- 
ance, they had neither the gait, bearings nor equipment of 
regular troops, and as to disdpline, I should suppose it to be 
lamentably deficient, inasmuch as I r^narked both officers and 
men enjoying themselves alike at the same biUiard tables 
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Hie number of troops forming the garrison of Bahia, may 
be estimated at about three hundred cavalrj, and a thousand 
infantry and artillery. The city is devoid of fortifications, but 
Hhere are numerous sea defences and batteries, although none 
of them in a very effective state. Taporica also has its garri* 
«on, and from its proximity to Bahia, may become a position 
of much import to a hostile armament, av has been shewn by 
the Impeiialista in their recent contention with the Republican 
party, wiiich usurped the government of the province of Bahia 
HI the early part of 1838. 

In passing along the streets, a European, nnaccnstomed to^ 
flie habits of a tropical people, will be struck by the apparent 
isdelicaGy of the femafes of aQ colours ; there they ait at their 
hatfopen jalousies with no upper vestment, save their che< 
mises^ in the rich and .tasteful lace frills of which they bestow^ 
much cost and care; ben^ an exceeding modest man, I could 
only cast a fiutive glance on the charms this uaoonfined garb 
10 folly exposeS) still I could see enough to ccmvince me there 
anre worse formed women than the BraaiUans. I do not meai^ 
Id include the females of the higher class in this gratuitoua 
tschihitioo^ the s%ht of them in any shape being of Itmitecl 
ooeonence. 

At the fflctremity of the sea wall, charmingly placed in a 
leraantic nook of All Saints Bay, commanding a varied anci 
panoramic view of the shippings the island of Taporica, and 
the blue hiHs of the distant western coast, and open to the 
healthy invigorating influence of the sea breeze, the traveller 
£nds himself at the gates of a spacious and elegant monasteiy, 
with a fine chapel thereto attached $ here, as elsewhere, we 
iwind open doors, and the adage says '* at open doors doga 
walk in." We did not deem oursdves less privileged than the 
eanine species, so entered without question asked. In the 
vestibule we found a parcel of black» playing some unknown^ 
gamSi which they did not leave off, contenting themselves with 
pointing to us to ascend. We now fimnd the buiMBig to be 
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mocii move extennTe than its exterior indioited, bring; built in 
a qnadrangnkr form, large and aiiy double oonidors mnning 
along tbe whole^ witb innnmerabk windows looking out vpoa 
a piece of ground in the oentr^ planted with sogar canes; 
eveijthing seemed to be arranged with the most scmpnlons 
Older and cleanlipesSy creating a fiiTOiBraUe impression of its 
inmates, one of whom was performing service in a galleiyoTer< 
hanging, and commanding a view of the internal part of the 
diapel, which however was excloded firom oar view, aUhoog^ 
the slight g^mpse I had, assured me it was a verj magnifi- 
cent one, indeed all the appointments of the establishment 
indicated considerable wealth. No aoonet had the officiating 
priest cast his ejes apon ns, than he politely sent for seats, 
which we were motioned to oeeofjp but still ootside of this 
gallerj, and at a respectfbl distance from the fidthfbl. After 
being seated fmr some time, we prepared to retire, the eloquence 
we conld not understand, not possessing the strongest powers 
of attraction ; but, gracions Heaven I conceive our astonishment 
amounting nearly to horror, when, on readiing the portals, we 
fennd them hat locked, and egress debarred ; the solitary lady 
of our party, an Irish one, whose brain teemed with Popish 
atrocities, was au deaespoir; it was evident we were in the net 
of the fowler — the lambs about to be led to the slaughter — 
these impressions were heightened by our Galen (Dr. Hobson), 
who recalled the coolness of the Portuguese when narrating his 
murder of the poor sUv^ adding a great many instances of 
monkish cruelty and oppression to heretics within their power, 
consoling us moreover with the reflection that the course of 
our ramble was unknown to any person on board, that the ship 
taught sail, and we three miserable devils be very quietly dia- 
poaed of mtixout any one being a bit the wiser. I caniiot say 
the anticipation of such a fate greatly alarmed me — still to be 
locked up— our motions fettered — and utterly unable to comr 
municate with those who could alone set us free, was a cir« 
cumstance the very reverse of pleasant. What was to be done 7 
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We assailed one fellow with all the eloquence of patttomime-r^ 
Aj, pantomime, such as Bologna himself might haye been 
proud isif and what was the result ? Why the monster lau^ied 
in our faces and left us, yet hope su^;ested it was for our 
relief; loog, anxiously, vainly did we wait his leturn — but no^ 
he came not — oh, it was a done thing ! We were but lost 
passengers, yet still the whole affiur was so ludicrous I could 
not refrain from laughing heartily. We remained in dttraace 
for at least half an hour, which restraint multiplied to hours > 
our fiiir daughter of £rin pacing the corridor with much m^i- 
tal inquietude, as evinced by her face and air. At length we 
ence more approached the gate, when, mirmkile dietu^ it now 
stood as mysteriously open as it had been previously myap 
teriously closed. We made a rush towards it, lest we should 
again he immured, snuffing up the fresh sea breeze with a per* 
leet ffout, and merrily pursuing our onward course, which now 
speedily carried us clear of the houses, leading to a long and 
shady avenue, at the extremity of which stood the church, the 
main object of our ramUe. This avenue is finely ornamented 
on either side wita trees and plants unknown to the native of a 
colder dime ; the cocoa, mangoe, loquat, guava, banana, plantain, 
doe, bread fmt, orange, papia, lime, ke^ &c., everywhers 
meeting lus gase ; but if these shed a s^t and pleasing in- 
fluence over his mind, the rough flints of the causeway sadly 
interrapt die revels of imagination^ by the hard and painful 
realities which his poor feet are compelled to undei^. We 
saw several gardens en poMonty but they are not an English- 
man's garden, rather what we should denominate shrubberies, 
although most prolific in all sorts of fruit. 

At length we halted before the church, the object of our 
search, after a walk of at least seven miles. In every respect 
it was deddedly by flir the handsomest church in the place ; 
standing on the summit of a natural terrace, commanding an 
extensive prospect of the town, bay, island, and circumjacent 
country,, together with the serpentine mazes of a considerable 
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river winding its way from the distant interior, houses, culti- 
vated fields, orange and other groves surmounting and adorning 
its hanks« This view alone more than amply repaid us for aU 
the fatigue we underwent, and long did we gaze at it with un- 
aated eyes, still descrying greater and greater beauties. 

The church is approached hy a noble flight of the everlasting 
bastard marble steps ; its exterior is of moderate proportions, 
the front being surmounted, like many others, with two hand- 
some cupbola towers ; these are cased ^with white porcelain 
disposed with much simplicity and good taste ; the internal 
economy is peculiarly chaste ; the highly pdished marble floor* 
is arranged in various neat and appropriate party-coloured de- 
vices ; the ceiling in some places is elaborately gilded, in others 
beautifully painted ; the grand altar is a superb piece of work- 
manship, being framed of richly carved materials blazing with 
gold ; richly chased silver lamps depend from the highly deco- 
rated roof, and the only drawback to the magnificence of the 
whole, is the large candlesticks, which are truly paltry, being 
mere plaster of Paris, with i^mfronU only washed with silver. 
We were here shown the sanctum sanctorum, the room where 
the holy reliques were kept, and a precious heterogeneous col- 
lection they were — ^waxen legs, arms, hands, feet, fingers, toes, 
heads, and a whole et cetera of trash comprising the blessed 
lot. I was surprised to find an organ in no other place of 
worship, save the cathedral. On quitting this building we en- 
countered two females, one of them rather a pretty giri, widi 
fine hair, and a neat foot, which she showed to the best advan- 
tage in a stylish blue satin slipper. I forgot to say service was 
over ere we got to this church, and as we had not yet broke 
our fast, we sat down at twelve o'clock under the portico making 
a hearty meal of bread and fruit, amongst which the delicious 
mangoe was not forgotten. We now ascended towards a point 
of rilling ground projecting like a tongue into the bay, whence we 
had a charming and extensive view of about forty miles inland ; 
perfectly satisfied with the day's excursion we retraced our 
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Steps, aniying at the Hotd de V Univers in time for a fair dinner 
at a tolerable table d'hote. Galen uAd I had made up our 
minds to visit the Theatre de S. Joas, but it being Sunday our 
irish fair one wouldnot aoeompanj us, in consequence of which 
that gentleman squired her off to ihe ship, leaving me at the 
hotel to await his return ; and here I found another of our 
lacties who, not being troubled with the same scruples, was 
getting ready to view the sport, and at the same time display 
her really pretty person in competition with the native beauties. 
Galen having been punctual for the first, and, I believe, last 
time in his life, at half-past seven we crossed firom the hotels 
intending to take a seat in the pit. This was a matter of 
somewhat more difficult accomplishment than I had antici- 
pated. Equipped for our morning's walk in. a handsomely 
braided rifle-green jacket, I deemed it quite good enough for 
the pit of the Bahian play-house, consequently did not proceed 
on' board to bend long togs ; I was, however, speedily unde- 
ceived, for, on presenting my check, the sentry on duty by 
very inteUigible signs gave me to understand I could not pass- 
shaking Galen's taUs and pointing to my want of such appen- 
dages. Bemonstrance was vain, the r^ned and fastidious 
taste of a Brazilian audience was not to be shocked by the 
sight of a jacket however expensive, and although long coats 
in rags were passed without scruple, I was necessitated to 
return to the hotel to see if there was any way of overcoming 
the difficulty. Fortunately, I there found a gentleman who 
spoke a little English ; after being made acquainted with the 
predicament in which I stood, he said he had a box of his 
own in which he very kindly offered seats to my friend and I. 
Still on iCentrepas was the word ; at this our new ally became 
very indignant, sought out the manager with whom he battled 
the w(Uehy ultimately succeeding in gaining admission for us to 
our original place of destination — ^the pit. The theatre is a 
building of spacious and good proportions, constructed in a 
manner well calculated both for sight and sound, all the pit 
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benches are backed, and oblique dividing bars confine eadi 
individual to his seat, which are formed of dirty unstuffed 
boards ; I should suppose it capable of containing firom 300 
to 350 persons. There are three tiers of boxes, numbering 
sixty in all, each affording accommodation for seven or ten 
persons — a gallery, or, as they term it, verandah, surmounts 
this ; what number it holds I know not, hut should think a 
great many. Ornament there is none"- neither in paintings 
carving, nor gilding ; both inside and out, the boxes are simply 
whitewashed, a belt of blue siae bordering the top and bottom 
ones ; they are all numbered in front, having a single candle^ 
slick there, this and two paltry four candle-chaiideliers is all the 
light the house receives, which is consequently dark, dingy, and 
wicomfortable. In the centre, fronting the stage, is the Impe- 
rial Box, flanked by two unknown figures, and garnished with 
crimson cloth curtains ; four broad blue pillars, two on each 
side, the Imperial Arms in the centre, form the proscenium^ 
which projects but a small way towards the orchestra. 

The stage is a noble one, wide, deep, and admirably adapted 
fbr scenic representation of every kind ; an emblematic view of 
Brazil serves for a curtain, and the principal point in the act 
drop is a figure of Mercury with this motto appended — Bi*^ 
dendo ctutigat mores— Xht aoaierj is misembly poor, being 
nearly obliterated through age and use; the dresses would 
disgrace a fourth«^rate English provincial corps. Not under* 
standing the language, I, of course, cannot speak decidedly of 
the performers; their action, however, struck me as being 
confined, ineffective, and inelegant, the arm being rarely raised 
beyond the level of the elbow. There seemed, however, to be 
one or two sufficiently spirited and eneigetic in their diction, 
and from the lavish applause they elicited* evidently great 
favourites. The ladies — sorry am I to record the fact-— were 
old, fkt, fubzy, '' stale, flat, and unprofitable," and every way 
unfitted for the stage. The drama, melodrama, I should style 
it, was called St. Cecilia, a Roman story apparafiUy, if the 
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Roman garb of the actors were any evidence to that effect. 
Of the plot I cannot be expected to give an account; the 
piece superabounded with sndden appearanees and tiie per con- 
tra up and down traps* with the usual accompaniments of 
thunder and lightning — the ascent of good» and the descent 
of evil spirits, concluding with St, Cecilia being wafted to 
Heaven in a galaxj of rockets* whikt the representative of his 
Satanic Mi^estf descended to his own r^ons amidst volumes 
of flame and fire. A tolerable dancer exhibited between the 
acts of this piece, and at its termination we had a middling 
dnet, supported bj a numerous and able (wdiestra. The after* 
inece was evidently a hit at priestcraft, at which we were a 
good deal surprised; the audience bj thek laughter seemed to 
i^ipreciate it highly, like the first it had its i^re of skj* 
rooketsi imd I fear a serious accident occurred to one of the 
players towards its close. Had I be^i placed in the house 
asleep^ I m^ht on waking have supposed mjself amongst 
£ngliafamen, but for the filth of the theatre, the sprinkling of 
Uaeks, the ^eech of the people, and the point of a bayonet 
bristling here and there. Amoi^t the better classes the difr 
ference of costume is noihing-^with the gentlemen absolutely 
nothing^ and with the fair sex very trivial, the national and 
beautiful mode of dii^sing their raven tresses bding the most 
marked difference; there were many pretty and lady^like 
vromen present* dressed with much elegance and taste, their 
eomplexions in many instances were decidedly fair, but they 
all had the dark eye and jetty ringlets ; the men are inferior to 
the women, being a puny diminutive rae^ having little of the 
thews and sinews of the European* A& an audience they are 
most orderly, enduring the tremendous wsits between the acts 
•with exemplary forbearance ; they did not appear to be at all 
overawed by the soldieiy, on one occasi<m evindog a disposi- 
tion to resent the interferenoe offered by one of that body. 
When their patience was exhausted or they wished for music, 
they intimated it by whistling a short quick step, to which 
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kandsy feet, stickSy and umbrellas beat time — ^they were no 
niggutls of appkmae. but oommnnieated it in a truly joy«d u>d 
£ng^h*like manner. Tbe mode of annonneing the next per- 
Ibrmanoe was novel, bills being showered from tbe gallery into 
Ae pit. The entertainments commenced at eig^t, terminating 
by midnight. 

Galen and I retired to our hotel forthwith, gratified, but 
greatly fatigued, and to mend the matter we found the landlord 
§oM to rooat^ and we, in consequence, with a ravenous appetite 
forced to proceed supperiess to bed. Never shall I forget die 
rascaUy doghole to which we were conducted, up six pair of 
stairs^ stumbling over wretched slaves who strewed the various 
passages: in that cursed cock-loft there were a couple of 
stretchers, a hard ccnr mattress, bolster, and sheet for each, 
also towel and basin of water ; this was the sole garniture of 
our chamber, which was so little relished by either, that we 
took the liberty to turn the key in the door, and went to sleep 
each with a good stick by his side. On settling our score next 
morning they insisted we should pay for one of the passengers 
not of our party, but who had temporarily quitted the hotel, 
whither he was returning to breakfost. 

Having pretty well sated our appetites with rq;ard to the 
few public buildings of the place, we next set out to procure a 
supply of muiU storea for the remainder of the passage ; these 
consisted of oranges, limes, cocoa nuts, bananas, sugar can^ 
lime syrup, mangoes, jacks, and plantains. I endeavoured to 
makea purdliase of some parrots; however, the exorbitant price 
demanded was an utter prohibition, nor did I consider the 
plumage of any we saw at all comparable with that of the 
feathered tribes of Tasmania. I bought four of those beauti- 
ful, intelligent, and affectionate little animals, the marmosets; 
one died nearly as soon as it came into my possession, the 
remaining three got out of tl)eir cage and took to the mast*heads 
whence one fell in the course of the night and was killed ; the 
others were captured on the morrow, speedily became tame and 
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much attached — not only reached England in safety, but passed 
the worst paii; of the winter, and no donbt would have been 
well and merry now had they not fallen victims to the noxious 
vapour caused by a smoky chimney. They were indeed grie« 
Yottsly lamented, possessing as they did an amazing share of 
intellect, and none of the disgusting habits of the monkey, to 
which species they can scarcely be considered to belong — they 
more resemble a compound of the squirrel and ape. 

We were very anxious to inspect some of the coffee and 
cotton plantations, but the distance at which they are situated 
from the port, the limited period of our stay and a want of 
facility in conveyance entirely precluded such a pleasure. It 
being their winter, we liad not nearly so fine a display of fruit 
as the summer season presents, no pines being then to be had. 

Bahia as viewed from the anchorage wears a most inviting 
aspect, the tall houses built on the extreme verge of high pre- 
dpitotts banks everywhere intermixed with the dark luxuriant 
foliage of the tropic trees ; the lofty towers and steeples sur- 
mounted by gigantic crosses set off in strong relief against the 
dear blue sky, coupled with the subdued hum of busy life, and 
ceaseless pealing of the convent bell ; these throw an air of ro« 
mance around the scene, which one moment's contact with that 
shore of filth, nakedness, and villanous smells, for ever dissi- 
pates ; it is fortunate it is so well watered, or I know not how 
it could be endured, the rain from the spouts being their only 
scavengers. The houses are of great height, and appear to be 
remarkably solid, they are built of thin bricks burnt very hard, 
small stones, and a strong cement of lime, which are placed in 
alternate layers; when a mansion is completed, it then receives 
an iaeb, coating of plaster, either whitewashed or daubed with 
yellow ochre ; as this peels off in patdies through age or the 
influence of the weather, they are either too niggardly or too 
indolent to repair it, hence a seeming air of desolation or ap- 
proaching ruin pervades the whole city ; the joists in their 
houses are cut square, not deep and narrow as our practice is, 
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tlierooft are eorered with red tilea^ the roond and holkm add 
nmged in alternate rows. 

The traflie to diis port is Terj considerBbl^ and the immense 
piles of goods exposed for sale in ereiy street, or, to speak oor- 
lectljy alley, few of them reaching to die width of twenty fee^ 
of every variety, and Irom every quarter of the ^ohe, indicate 
most forcibly the wealth of its inhahitants. They cultivate 
grain of no description, the United States and Germany sap* 
plying them with floor and wheat — even the Lbbon onions are 
an artide of import, and the price of them moderate, the dis- 
tance whence they are Inronght considered. Their exports are of 
the ntauwt valo^ the principal consisting of sogar, cofle^ cottoot 
and tohacco ; wiac^ Sfniits, hardware, noannihetares, ftc. ftc., 
they draw from varioos nations, althong^ their greatest trade 
is with Liverpool and Hambnrgfa ; yet the flag of almost every 
state is constantly floating in the port, whither great numbers 
of vessds are daily arriving and departing. The population is 
estimated at 200,000 souls, of whom about five-eighths are said 
to be blades; there are several German, Frendb, American, 
Danish, and British residents, and a consulate fiimi each of 
these powers. Brasil is divided into provinces respectively 
styled presidencies, over whose aflairs a chief called apresidait 
with a council to aid hb deliberations hold a sway separately 
and distinctly from that of any other province^ the whole being 
under the rule €ii a constitutional emperor. His Imperial Ma- 
jesty is at present in his nonage, and the reins of government, in 
consequence, in the hands <^ a council of r^ncy. Justice it is 
reported is not always to be had, and commotions are said to 
be of no unfrequent occurrence \ at this moment Para, a port 
to the northward of Pemambuco, is still, and has been for soms 
time, in a state of open rebellion. 

Sabbath is of course the gayest day in St. Salvador, the few 
places of amusement it boasts being shown to the best advan- 
tage on that day. Nor does trade sufler much interruption, 
as a proof of which, our water was sent alongside doriDg that 
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forenoon, and most of the shops were open as usual. The 
slaves, however, are relieved frotn carrying all heavy burthens, 
or performing any excessive labour, and form seemingly a 
large and devout portion of the congregations of most churches. 
We were greatly surprised at the few priests or religiosi of any 
sort visible in public ; they are evilly reported of, and said to 
be a lewd debauched set — ^many are married, but that is no 
hindrance to their keeping five or six other women. 

Having seen all we could see, we bade adieu to the shore, 
and our worthy skipper soon after coming on board, the anchor 
was speedily arweigh, and the gallant bark, like a liberated 
bird, careering gaily to the favouring breeze. Taking the lead 
of Brazilians, Swedes, and English, her keel rapidly parted the 
waters, and ere the evening fell, the lofty spires of the former 
capital of Brazil had faded from our view, whilst all our 
thoughts were now ** For England ho !" 
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THE CASTAWAY^S FUNERAL. 

FOUNDED UPON FACT. 
" Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand." 



In the vernal days of jocund youth> when hope and happiness 
seemed tenns of synonymous import, it was my wont to spend 
the midsummer holidays with a chosen class-fellow, Tom 
Western. We had passed half-a-dozen years together at re- 
nowned Harrow, to which, at the date my histoHette opens, we 
had just hidden adieu — ^Tom to occupy a desk in the counting- 
house of his father, an opulent merchant of Poole, and I to 
mtake a hrief sojourn there, hefore entering upon my prescribed 
course of collegiate instruction. Tom was a gay, jovial, 
thoughtless rattle, ripe for whim or frolic. I, on the contrary, 
was deeply imbued with melancholy, induced, no doubt, by a 
delicacy of constitution, coupled with the sad remembrances of 
the early deaths of father, mother, and only sister, all of whom 
had become premature victims to the Englishman's scourge — 
consumption. Left at the age of fourteen an almost solitary 
recluse, my reading became confined, in a great degree, to works 
of romance and mystery ; and so strongly was I absorbed in the 
ideal, that I might scarcely be accounted a denizen of the real 
world. My store of legendary lore was prodigious ; and never 
did my eyes encounter castellated ruin, but busy imagination 
repaired the breaches, and filled its halls and court-yards with 
the goodly and glittering array of feudal grandeur. In a word, 
I was a dreamer and a poetaster. Uncongenial as we were in 
many respects, still Tom and I harmonised wonderfully upon 
the whole ; and as we agreed entirely in one point — an enthu- 
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Western, my friend, we have as yet bnt scsroe passed the first 
blosh of manhood; but the days of our youth, like the fleeting 
glories of the year, are they not speeding to rapid decay ? Ay, 
with a rapidity quite as sure and scarce less swift than yonder 
fretful and impetuous tide that breaks with froth and fuiy at 
our feet. My heart sinks, and nature shudders within me to 
contemplate * the sere and yellow leaf — ^for as I turn and warm 
me in the refulgent rays of yonder gladsome sun, experiencing 
the mere animal enjoyments of light and life, — and when I 
look here, and reflect that such I must, and may ere long be, 
a loaihsome mass, more worthless than the withered foliage we 
now so carelessly tread, I feel my spirit inquire, — what is man, 
and wherein lies his glory ? Oh, Fath/n*, do Thou enable us 
so to direct our hearts and mipds, that when the brief though 
bright array of life's unsubstantial pageant shall elude our 
grasp, we may look beyond the grave in the joyfiil hope of a 
surer, better, and eternal world, where sorrow, sin, and death 
can find no entrance." 

'' Why, Fred, you wiQ spoil a capital parson^ in perhaps a 
Teiy so so lawyer." 

"If I should, Tom, I shall not be the first man who has 
misapptied his talents ; but come, let us see what is to be 
gleaned from this forest of gniTe-stones." 

We had been some time occupied in perusing inscriptions of 
sorrowing relatives, when our ears were assailed by the distant 
damonrs of an angry throng, whose rude shouts became every 
moment more and more audible. Presently, the rattling of 
wheels and the jingling of some crazy vehicle, ui^d to un- 
wonted speed, became blent with the discordant sounds, which 
approached nearer and nearer. Quitting our occupation, we 
hastened to ascertain the cause. At the moment of our 
reaching the gate an almost broken-down machine — that at 
some long by-gone period had probably plumed itself as repre- 
senting the economy of a post^haise— drove rapidly in. Two 
bony, ra^ied-looking'nags — fit cattle for such a chariot — were 
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yoked, with harness to match, to the antediluvian carriage. On 
one of the coursers lui elderly man, in a dirty tattered sky-hlue 
jacket, rode postillion. The dickey had heen removed ; but 
across the foot-hoard, rudely bound with cords, a plain deal 
coffin was exposed to the vulgar gaze. In the interior of the 
chaise were three tawdry-fine female's, with black scarfs thrown 
OTcr their shoulders, and wearing blaek crape upon their bon- 
nets. Their eustomiury boldness of leer had given place to a 
mingled expression of grief and terror, the latter feeling being 
naturally the most predominant,. in consequence of the eon- 
tinued yells and threatenings of the bratid mob« It was evi- 
dent their chario<»ef was not vdthout his owd share of ap- 
prehension, at least the foaming sides of his panting Bueephali 
betokeded the extremity to which they had been fn^d^ 

"Drag ou6 the /' hidloed orie ruffian. "To the river 

with them," exclaimed a second. "It's a sin aiid a shame/' 
roared a strapping virago, " that cattle & their kind should 
be berried jist like other christians^— ^ay, an' that too, when 
the doctors are burking decent men and honest women^ Duck 
them, duck them, lads." 

" Cut the ropeis," shouted another, baring his knife as he 
6poke — "Here's a subject for the doctors ready made." 

A general rush ensued/ but fortunately for the vrretched 
eort^ge, the chaide at that very ihoment dashed through the 
gates, which were immediately closed, whilst the appearance 
of the curate and ourselves preveifted any renewed attempt at 
such gentle proceeding. The coffin was unbound and covered 
i^th a pall, and the corpse^ foUowefd by its abased and terrified 
lttonmer9~*no passing bell announcing its progress — amoved to 
the oomnfon bourne alike of happiness or vroe, of poverty and 
of pride.' 

" Heartless scoundrels^" exclaimed Western, " cannot even 
deadi expiate the ofPenees of this unfortunate 7 Must your 
ruthless insults be rented on insensate clay ?" 

"Tom, Tom, did you ever behold so humbling a picture of 

3g 
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mortal debasement? What injury had this forlorn one in- 
flicted, that the public monster should seek to vomit its in- 
dignant virtue against her wretched tribe— -who was she ?" 
*' We shall learn when the service is ended." 
That ceremony was not long of completion. Earth had re- 
ceived its kindred earth. The mourners had taken shelter in 
the church, until the dispersion of the mob should enable them 
to regain their abode in safety. The curate who was well- 
known to Tom, now joined us, and we enquired the history 
of the dead. 

•* A common one," was the reply — ** one of every-day occur- 
rence—one whose amount may be comprised in three words^* 
Lots — ^Betrayal — ^DESERTiaN. . I knew the l^ipless girl 
well, and little deemed her destined for a fate so abject. Her 
story is sim];de-^the incidents few, but fatal* Mary was the 
only child of a small farmer — ^the idol of her mothrar'sr and the 
pride of her poor faUier*s heart. Mary was the beaufyof her 
native viUage, gentle as she was good, and kind as she was^ 
beautiful. Suitors she had many, but among thenr aHl none» 
save Charles Mallison, could touch the maiden's heart. Charles- 
was the son of a neighbouring -farmer, and the honourable ad- 
dressee, under the mask of whidi he wooed^the daughter,, found 
a ready acceptance mth the sire. It is preposterous ta diarge^ 
upon the wealthy or titled only the U^ht and bkmisdi of 
female purity. The lordling and the hind have^been, and wffi 
again be, alike deceivers. The treachery of seduction Is coso^ 
fined to no particular station,, else had Mary been secure. 
Charles Mallison had no claims of birth to urge — ^no friends^ 
whose aristocratic prejudices could be shocked by alliance witk- 
the cottager's (^ghter^^and yet^ thoij^h he |Nrete»ded to seek 
her^r, he did not make her his wife. At a village ^r, las* 
betrothed was induced to vi^ a drinking booth — to accept a 
draught highly medicated. Need I say tiie victim became un- 
conscious — td awake to infamy. From <kiy to day she wae^ 
b^uOed with fallacious hopes>.and the rained girL became 'the* 
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mkCiesB of the wireteh who had so foully outraged her. 
When her disgraceful situation could no kwger be concealed, 
she fled her father^s roof. Her violator, not yet sated, provided 
her a lodging, whither — ^his audacity not being equal to the 
task of encountering her agonised parents — ^he accompanied 
her. The blow struck the mother to the soul ; and it was 
not long-after that I was called upon to render to the parent the . 
very office I have just performed to the child. The poor for- 
lorn father sold his effects, fled the country, and buried himself 
in the depths of the back woods of Canada. 

** The protecHan vouchsafed to Mary must have been of very 
Inrief duration, for ere long, the cold-blooded miscreant, who 
destroyed her and hers, re-appeared upon the scene of his base- 
ness. Such, however, is the world, and so little were the 
neighbourhood affected by poor Mary's degradation— ^r rather, 
so much of notoriety had the chief actor acquired by his un- 
principled part in the transaction — ^that he positively became 
the village lion, and ere long, the husband of one of its wealthiest 
maidens — ^the approved method in which a virtuous female 
seeks to manifest her indignation — to avenge the dishonour of 
her sex — ^being to throw herself into the arms of the callous 
author of miseiy and despair. 

" Forsaken by the man she loved — ^h^ mother in the silent 
tomh— her father a self-expatriated man — abandoned by the 
wcnrld— oppressed with penury and shame, the miserable Cast- 
away passed through the wretched gradations of her unfortu- 
nate class, until death stepped in to put a period to her woes. 
Alas !'* continued the curate, turning towards the lowly grave, 
"alas ! poor Mary, thy career was a brief one, and there thou 
liest, one more victim to the insatiable appetite of unbridled 
lust. Be thy shame and sorrow buried in thy tomb — ^the sin 
and its punishment be thy destroyei^s !" 

The curate ended, and we quitted the cemetery. The Cast- 
away's Funeral, however, made a deep impression upon a mind 
like mine. I was a very young man then — I have since passed 
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through many Yicissitades of forinne, and manj a change of 
scene— still the outraged rites and mainied obsequies are as 
present to my eye as were the erent but a tale of yesterday. 
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Weiob unqiial^^ credence giwn to d^MO^tive detail, the 
pages of ccsrtain poetasters and "fashionable nover' writers 
mnst in&Uibly 1^ starangers "tp ihe singidivr €ondusion> thiit 
the metropcdis of tibe *^ nadon of shopke^ers" ne¥tf was g^- 
denedrbj the beams of ApoUo, but« that some snpevenunentfy 
kigemous handicraftsmaa had oontrisred to faai^ np % b^asen 
wArming-fian, whose superior polish had been, iuckUj^ nmle 
to do daty &r the absent Inminarj-r^e, that her (Apollo} 
Uke a few and ^nYonred liiatrionie a^om^ was exptcssly ei:igaged 
f<« a limited temir and oin pactnoidar o^eaaiona. 

Withont pansing to determine which ocwjecture may .be thr 
tme one^ or .even infiicdi^ a scientific disqiuaiition oir tibe (at^ 
ieged) detesta})k qualitj of Jthe iESngEsih.dimate, I shidl simjAy 
obsenre ihat the latter portion of the London spring of 1841,- 
was cf aitiaiKBcendaQt loTdiness,* not to be sujqpassede^en in <tber 
sunniest regions of the sumiy Soudi'-^o sWeet w^re tlie exha^ 
Iffidons — so blmid iihe refr^i^ng ibreezes-^Hso genial the bahny 
fatmoaphere^--Fedolent of all ihe yernal graces of the seasoi^ 
whilst blent with the adolesoeot vigour of earty.and endianting 
-tttmmer.' 

It was jDun^ in &e aUteehoon of oncof tliose heavenly dkyr 
(Which imraght April to ghmous dose, that sauntering, in list^ 
liess, yetdf(light^dindolenee/throaghSt..James'sPari(:i I turned 
& my mind the most' satisfactory mode of. enhancing, the en- 
joyment of the passing hour. Undedded whether a trip by 
•the Croydon railway — ^a 'bus to ^Kensington Gardens— or ^ 
steam to Kichmondr would beat effect the object in view^ I- 
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emerged fiom the Hone Gnanis—enssed Che wooden paTcment 
at Wbitdiall, and purwiin g the Tanons siiniosifties of Great, 
Middle^ and littk Scotland Taid% timTened a portion of Nor- 
thnmberiand and CraTen-streets^ threaded the Maiket jdept 
Hnngerford^ and debooched iqMn the " nlver (?) Thames,*' 
exactly as one of the *^redfiamA boaU^** hitei sixpenc e^' had 
got steam np for Grieenwi^ My conrse was no longer a 
matter of doubt. Hvnying along the weQ-platformed track, 
I apra^ orer the Niti.soN'B hnhrark, jnst as/ obedient to the 
shril], hobledehoyi " go a-hcud" of the Mastei's month-pieee/ 
the wdl-freighted TCttiel b^an to cieave her wate^ wi^. 

To tiie imaginatiTe^ there can acaicelf be a ftier Md for 
speeolathre c oMJ ec tiu e^ than the motky groope s that thrang 
the de<te of oar ^''bove bridge** steamers present. Times 
there ar^ when I myself am prone to indulge in "air-drawn** 
eonclosions — \£ I did so on the present occasion, nnhappily the 
details have escaped a treacherous memory, and the reader^ 
and the world at laige^ thereby deprived of much Taloable 
matter. It must, however, suffice to say, that in the voyage 
we encountered neither " dangerous oolfisimi,** nor ''frigfatfid 
explosion^*' but debarked in aB safety upon- the new and troly 
superb pier, whose spacious and magnificent esplanade may be 
reckoned among the greatest of the many and great improve^ 
ments of attractive Greenwich. 

Escaping the attentions of the ** thousand and one" ** TttP 
harpies — ^the disgrace and pests of the place — I entered the 
delightful park, its velvet sward, and fine old trees — most beiluc- 
tiful amid the beauties of the beautiful day. Thousands, like 
myself, were there to enjoy the enchanting soene^^and many a 
battered College-man lay stretched in luxurious indolence upon 
the fragrant turf. Winding the emerald alleys, I paused not 
until I gained the summit of " One Tree Hill." Half*«^ozen 
telescopes were proffered, and fUendly hails interchanged. 
Squatting on the rich and verdant bank, I "drew a |>a|Mr from 
my poke;' and conning the stupendous columns of the mighty 
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TimBa, my eye encoontered an official advertiseiiient, which eli- 
cited the involutitary exclanlatioii — " Ah ! Poor old Phcbbe ! 
Sold out of the service at last ?" My exdamatioii was not 
permitted to pass unheeded. A College-man^ minus a leg; had 
caught the sounds and hobbling towards me> with a seaman's 
salute — 

"I ax pardon, Sir/^ he said, '"'but I thought I heard your 
Honour say somewhat ooncamin' the old Ph(ebk ?" 

" Ay" I replied, *' here's a notice that she's to be sold out 
of the service. Many an oft and well-tried friend have been 
knocked off the books of late. But the other day, I saw the 
fighting Tem£raire on her way to the Botherhithe lumber- 
yard — ^men and ships all must have an end) — ^jnty it is, never* 
th^ess, to behold the undaunted barky that has triumphantly 
launched the British thunder» gloriously upheld Britain's 
honour, and constantly humbled Britain's foes, consigned to 
Hie tender mercies of axe and mallet, thence converted to the 
menial employment of heating a baker's oven, or boiUng a 
washerwoman's coppers." 

** Very true. Sir," rejoined the veteran tar, *} and the poor 
Uttle Phcebe !" he sighed, and brushed a gathering dew-drop 
from his eye— ^** Your Honouir has served, I reckon — ^' 

''Wlr^, no— -not exactly — ^I am not» koweveri altogether 
Ignorant of the service — Phosbe has been A old acquaintance 
of your's, I should think ?" 

** You say right, Sir» — ^madiy's the blithe yam IVe spun and 
listened by her galley fire. like her, Sir, I'm now little better 
than a worn out hulk. I guess, Sir, I Was another sort of 
customer when we doused Commodore Porter's Jack, and read 
him a fiery answer to his motto flags — -prtmng that ' God and 
Country* are the 'British Sailors best rights,' and 
that ' Traitors offend both.* '* 

'^ That was an exciting period^ my friend — ^but, pray sit 
down, and, if it be not troubling you too much, oblige me with 
your account of the fight." 

3 h 
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'* Welly your Honour, you mustn't expect a book edition 
from the like of me, — ^hows'erer, as far as a plain-sailing yarn 
serves — ^here goes. — ^I needn't tell how the Yankey Commodore 
managed to give our cruisers the slip — doubled Cape Horn, 
and played old gooseberry with our South-seamen. The re- 
boubted Darid took good care to blow far and wide the nature 
and the riches of his prizes." 

" But how many of them reached American ports f asked 
I, with a grin. 

*• Never a one, your Honour. Porter, howerer, kept that to 
himself, seeing as how it woidd hare made a sorry wind up to 
the flashy beginning of the American log. Well, Sir, the 
Phoebe, and the Cherub sloop, • were sent to look after 
Brother Jonathan. We had rounded the Horn, scoured the 
Pacific, and had been knocking about for many months, but 
all to no purpose — ^it seemed as if there was not a bit of 
Yankey buntin' in the whole Southern hemisphere. Wearied 
with our fruitless cruise, and short of wood and water, we bore 
up for Valparaiso. It was a lovely morning, the 8th of Fe- 
bruary, 1814, at 6 A.M., the saucy Phcebe was lying well in 
for the anchorage — ^now a puff would belly out the ample 
folds of her well set canvass — ^now it would flap heavy as a wet 
blanket to the' paast. — ^It was my trick at the wheel. The 
Captain — Blue-light Jemmy ^ Sir, as the people used to call him — 
Mr. Miller, the Master, and some more of the officers were 
keeping a bright look out — ^all at once — " 

** ' By G — we have him," Sir I* sung out the delighted 
Master, slapping his hand on his thigh." 

*"For shame, Mr. Miller,' exclaimed Judy Jem. *Have 
him — ^have who, Sir?' ** 

"'Jonathan, Sir! — ^The Essex. As I live. Sir, I caii^ht 
the weft of a Yankey ensign.' " 

" 'Nonsense, Mr. Miller,' replied the Skipper, *your eager- 
ness has deceived you. Sir V " 

" No, no, Sir ; * I beg pardon, but Mr. Miller is right. I 
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have him now. Sir — ^a Jonathan and no mistake/ exclaimed 
a young gentleman who had jumped upon one of the carronade 
slides.'* 

« There was, your Honour, as the reefer said, no mistake, 
the stars and stripes hlew out to the heartfelt joy of all on 
hoard. The Essex was discovered at her anchors and two or 
three of her prizes snug heside her. As if to speed the long- 
desired meeting a steady hreeze drove us cheerily along, and 
every face beamed with enthusiasm. At this moment a dif- 
ference of opinion arose between Captain HUlyar an.d Mr. 
Miller. The Master declared the ship would fetch in without 
the necessity of tacking — ^the Skipper insisted that she would 
never do so without first making a short board. We were 
well in and the Phobbe had fresh way when the helm was 
clapped hard-a-lee. Scarcely, however, had it been put in 
that position, when Captain Hillyar became convinced as our 
barky shot up in the wind, she would most likely foul the 
American frigate. To avoid this, the helm vras instantly 
shifted, but such was the quickness of our ship, that notwith- 
standing she gradually fell off, still it was only to range up 
alongside the Essex, with whose rigging the Ph<bbe's became 
immediately entangled. It wAs an anxious moment to all 
hands. — It was quickly broken by Captain Hillyar, who hail- 
ing the Yankey, requested to know if Commodore Porter were 
on board 7 *The renowned David, who was an acquaintance of 
our Skipper's, answered for himself." 

" * I beg to assure you. Captain Porter,* said Hillyar, * we 
have no hostile intention, our present position is merely the 
result of accident.' " 

'* * I'll take your word for so much,' rejoined the Commo- 
dore, ' but I cannot answer for the conduct of my crew.' " 

" ' Main deck boarders !' roared one of the Yankey lieuten- 
ants. No boarders, however, came at his call, except, indeed, 
one drunken swab who nearly lost the number of his mess 
having rolled over the side, as he flourished his staggering cut- 
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lass on the most-iiettii^. Had the usages of war permitted^ 
and had it been car design to cany the Eassx, that was the 
moment to have done it, because d*]re see^ she had sixty or 
serentj fibertj men ashore drinking»and sixty or sevoitymore 
that had just come aboard dead drank. We were in a neutnd 
port tho% and consequently were obligated to keep onr fighting 
propensities In sobjeetion. Well, Bir, there we lay — broadside 
to broadside-— our ship a foot or two longer> the enemy's a fi>ot 
or two broader in the beam. Both firigates were then rated 
six and thirty's— our main«deck battery carried long eighteens — 
the Yanke/s thirty-two-pounder carronades — we measured 
nine hundred and twenty-six, the Essex eight hundred and 
sixty-seven tons. Whilst the ships hung together, you might, as 
the saying is, hare heard a pin faD on eidker deck. Diis dead 
silence was suddenly interrupted by a loud and fhrious excla- 
mation — 

« 'Heave that ydn and Til blow you to .'" 

** * Hush ! hush ! Who's that f* sung out the Blue4ighter. 
** All eyes were turned aloft, and in the maintop of the Essex^ 
a Tankey seaman was discovered blowing the fuse of a stink- 
pot, which he appeared to be about to cast among the groupe 
of officers assembled on the Phcbbe's quarter-deck. His mo- 
tions, however, had not escaped the observation of one of onr 
topmen, who with head and arms thrust through the topmast 
riggm r was boring a brace of pistols at Jonathan's skull. Well, 
your Honour, after a time we managed to boom the ships 
clear of each other — ^the Yankey's crew came tumbling aboard 
their own craft, and we lay with guns pointed, and at quarters, 
all that night. For several weeks .we had but a sorry time of 
it, enduring all the bounce and swagger for which Commodore 
David Porter was so famous. The men were subjected to ali 
the well-known seductions which Americans never fail to em- 
ploy when &ey seek to lure British seamen to desert their own 
' meteor fiag^ for the mushroom banner of stars and stripes. 
There were more than one recreant Briton to be found cm the 
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Yankey's quarter bills — ay. Sir, and one at least who had 
served in the Phcebe herself. This man, when he saw his 
old ship enter the roadstead, forgetting discipline, could not 
refrain ^m addressing the Yankey Skipper with a — ^ There, 
Sir, — that's the saucy Phosbe — ^you've often wished yourself 
alongside of her — what do you think of her now ?* It was a 
flash of better feeling, Sir, — ^the poor devil Mi the pride he 
had once honourably evinced under his country's buntin*. It 
was an ill-timed observation then, though, as 'the raw back of 
the jBritishet^ and the bloody oats of the American bore tes- 
timony. There were a good many idle flourishes perhaps on 
both sides — ^twice the Essex junior endeavoured to get joff, but 
both times she was forced to seek the shelter a neutral port 
a£Porded. There was a good deal of palaver about great odds 
in our fkvour, but if we had the Cherub for our consort, 
surely they had the Essex junior for their*s, and as the 
captured South-seaman was a smart lively craft of three hun- 
dred and sixty tons, and had been well armed and manned, 
she was far more formidable than many a British ship whidi 
Yankey valour vnth an odds of two to one, has be-glorifled 
itself. 'Well, Sir, every manoeuvre to draw them outside was 
tried and tried again — ^but it was all wo ^o— at last we got 
our anchors, made sail, and passed under Jonathan's stem. 
The Essex was bedizened with buntin' and motto-flags. — 
My eyes, what a cheer they gave us. — Man the rigging 
was the word with them. — The hands skirmied aloft;, setting 
up a yell of defiance, and brandishing their glittering cutlasses 
in the dazzling sunshine. It was a glorious sight to look upon. 
To see the bright flashing of their polished blades — to listen 
to the spirit-stirring tones of their welcome challenge. — ^All 
was enthusiasm on board the Ph(ebe, for we never questioned 
that a trial, ship for ship, was at hand. — Our wilKng barky, 
therefore, was got under easy sail, and the crew summoned to 
offer up their devotions to the God of battles. Long and 
anxiously we waited the approach of the American Commodore, 
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bttt in rain. Daring the night of the 27th March, a number 
of false fires were burnt and thrown up in the north and north- 
east. This was a Yankey trick to draw us to leeward, in order 
that Porter might take advantage of our absence, put to sea, 
and with the advantage of his weatherly position, and by car- 
rying a press of sail, enable him to give us the slip. We sus- 
pected the device time enough to frustrate it, and when day 
of the 28th dawned, the Americans found that if they had 
been cunnings we were careful. It was doomed, however, 
that on that day we should prove our mettle, for the Essex 
parted her larboard cable, and dragged her starboard anchor. 
Getting sail upon his ship. Porter was in great hopes of passing 
dear to windward ; a squall, however, carried away his main- 
topmast, and, unable to regain the anchoragei he had no alter- 
native but to fight or strike. Accordingly coming to anchor 
in a small bay near Caleta point, he cleared for action, being 
followed by both of our ships. We were under snug canvass, 
and as we slowly closed our antagonist — ^bang — one of his thirty- 
two-pound shot struck us nearly amidships, with just sufficient 
force to penetrate our barricade, and roll harmlessly to leeward. 
Stretching onwards, a similar messenger, but with fresher way, 
again saluted us — 

" ' I think, Mr. Miller,' said the Skipper, ' we are near 
enough to make impression.' " 

** He was right, and to work we went with a will, peppering 
Jonathan in the prettiest style. Mr. Ingram, our first Lieu- 
tenant, was in the act of pointing one of the quarter-deck guns, 
and Mr. Miller was glancing over his shoulder. Poor fellow ! 
A Yankey shot at the very moment struck the waist-nettings, 
driving wood and iron-work to the right and left — a piece of 
the latter took the Lieutenant's scalp, winding up all his ac- 
counts, and opening the door of promotion to some of his 
juniors. Well and manfully the Essex fought her guns, re- 
ceiving several reinforcements during the course of the action 
from the Essex junior. All, however, proved unavailing, the 
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fire of the Phcebe was as hot as her gunnery was perfect — ^we 
ripped the American from stem to stem, and her decks were 
plastered with hlood and brains." 

** ' Cease firing — cease firing, my men — he is perfectly help- 
less now/ exclaimed Captain Hillyar." 

** * Then why the * muttered our Jacks, as they jerked 

the laniards of the guns they had brought to bear against the 

ensigns the American had nailed to his masts. ' Why the 

don't he haul down that b rag V " 

" Command, not unmixed with entreaty, at length prevailed — 
the mutual cannonade was hushed, and of the crew to board 
the yanquished foe, I was one. Never, Sir, shall I forget the 
sight. We had sped the work of destruction vrith fearful fury. 
How a mouse could live seemed surprising — ^the mangled car- 
cases of human beings were thickly strewn — guns were capsized 
— their carriages shivered to pieces — the decks pierced and torn 
and slippery with gore, ay. Sir, with the gore of men who spoke 
our own kindred tongue, and who owed one common origin. It 
is a hard thing. Sir, to cut down any poor fellow who »ng9 
out jpeccavi, but when the supplication is rendered in Mother 
English, it seems little better than downright murder. I have 
been told. Sir, that American book-makers say, ' the crew of 
the Essex were animated by the best spirit.'* I can say 
nothing for the quality of the spirit — ^what I do know is this, 
that ' buckets of spirits were found in all parts of the main- 
deck, and most of the prisoners were in a state of intoxication.'f 
Well, your Honour, this long yam is almost reeled up — the 
cunning but crest-fallen Commodore was received on board the 
Phcebe, which by that time seemed to be as little injured as if 
she had merely been exchanging a civil salute. Some folks 
think that that was owing to the * excellent spirif of Brother 
Jonathan. David shrugged his shoulders, but said nothing. 

* Vide Cooper's HisU American Navy, 
t Vide Jame8*8 Naval History, 
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Blue4iffht Jemmy made bis fortiine. I lost mj pin in anothet 
affair, which your Honour shall be welcome to bear any oihet 
day yon feel inclined to pay a visit to * One Tree Hill.' ** 
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" Custom exacts, and inrho denies her sway, 
An epilogue to every five act play." 

So wrote the younger Colman of facetious memory. The 
deputy licenser^ however, lived to behold the extinction of a 
" custom/' to my humble thinking, far "more honoured i' the 
observance" than the "breach." Indeed, prologue and epi- 
logue seem to me to be as natural and as appropriate accom- 
paniments to Tragedy and Comedy as grace brfore and after 
meat. But, Ichabod ! — ^the glory is departed. The Drama has 
" fallen into the sere" — ^its high and palmy days are o'er — 
and poets sing and players prate in fainter verse and feebler 
measure. 

But if epilogue, in piquant phrase, or polished wit^ no longer 
lends its aid to the salvation of an indifferent play, or the 
enstamping of a clever one, it has, at . least, in the disguise 
of a "L'Envoy," been pressed into service by modem ro- 
mancers and tale writers, who avail themselves of its cover to 
issue a thousand kind and amiable expressions towards their 
dear Public. " Better," says the adage, "better be out of 
the world than out of the fashion." Declare, then, courteous 
Reader, but still more courteous and considerate purchaser — 
say, could I possibly part company with you, who " have held 
on with me untired (?)" without a friendly shake of the 
hand — without one regretful farewell ? — Forbid it honesty — 
forbid it good fellowship. 

I have given you, Brother Tasmanians, " a taste of my qua- 
lity" — the fruits of " Hours of Idleness," if those of respite 
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from toil and care may thus be tenned. In doing so, I would 
fain cherish an anxious hope that I may prove the humble 
instrument to point the path of honourable and elevating pur- 
suits — the adventurous pioneer 



" Writers, 
Older in practice, abler than myself." 

If " vaulting ambition o'erleaps itself, and ^inffs me on the 
other side,** why then my " labour of love" will not only 
prove profitless in its aim, but costly (to me) in its result. 
Whatever the eventual snccess of these Volumes, there are 
at least one or two points whereon their Author may be per- 
mitted to indulge a cheerful retrospect— one plea is an old and 
time-worn one^ namely, that if the compontions lack the 
merit of novelt^ or ability, they, at the same time, lack ofTence, 
and may, perchance, create a passing pleasure, or beguile the 
heart " sorely charged" of a sigh. 

My proudest plea, however, is — that the production enables 
me to place before the world a specimen of typographic art, 
which reflects infinite honour upon Tasmania, and would, in- 
deed, be deemed of tasteful execution, even in London itself. 

Gentle Reader, the beverage is offered to your lip ; if yon 
find the liquor palatable and cause the draught be quick — who 
can tell but that I may be induced to broach a fresh tap. 
Critics ! Be merciful, I implore ye — ^flay me not utterly alive — 
crush not the squash ere it becomes a pod — ^bear vnth my un- 
offending efforts — cherish me, and I may, under fostering 
hands, become a goodly blossom, convertible to wholesome fruit. 
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VOL. I. 

Page line 

28 — 13th line from foot — " heavy news'' shonld not have been run 
into one word. 

34 — „ foot line read " no greater," instead of " not greater." 

38-^ 4th from top— read " Than," not " That what His Grace." 

60— 17th „ top— read "bloody 'quests" not ''guest" 

82 — 2d „ foot — read ** name and nation sink" not '* sinks." 

113 — 11th I, top — read "ignom^y" not "ignom'ny." 

23d „ top of Introduction to De Rullecourt — ^read " The first 
fruit of my labours was," instead of ** The first fruits of 
my labours were." 

168 — 5 &6 from top — ^read "watch taid ward" not "word," and 
" Uttle ostentation %** not " ostentations." 

257 — 4th from top — read "while," not "wile their hours away." 

264 „ foot line— read " Vide Captain Berkley," not " Barclay." 



VOL. n. 



290— 9th from foot—" how beautiJuUif^not beautiful that mizzen." 

297— 14th „ top—" nor I «/Aer— not neither." 

317 — 1 9th „ „ — " distinctive elements — not element" 

327 — 4th „ „ — " a simple — not single flesh cut." 

387— 2d „ „ — " were," not " was pointed." 

429— 19th „ „ —insert—" wUh" which Yankey valour. 

434 — 6th „. foot — insert — cause the draught " to" be quick. 
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